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INTRODUCT TOM 


All of my life I have held a deep abiding reverence for hooks, If 
always saw in them not just the pages, words, caver and bindings, 
but the tremendous effort of creativity they represented and the 
love and trust their author placed in an unknown public that 
their works should be created, and that their creation would te 
accepted. For a lang time I truly believed that what I had to 
offer by way of thoughts and words was mob worthy of being 
enshrined im a book, Whether my offering has grown in value over 
the years, or my standards have deciined, I cannot be certain. 


Why did I title it "THE BOOK OF THE LIVING"? Simply because it 
is... living, that is. The book you hold in your hands is the 
only one in @xigtence. There may be a few others around that were 
Benge by me that share the same titie, hold the same number of 
ages, and in fact, appear to be the same book, but each is 
slightly differant. A few words may have been changed, A new 
gborey may have bean added from one copy to the next, or an 
earlier story may have finally sprung to full lite as I 
renembered a key emotion, reconstructed a contributing event or 
finally decided how 1 wanted to write it in the first place. Much 
like the human experience, this book has many, many earlier 
versions. It is a record that has continued to grow and 
accumulate life. In short, I shall spend the rest of this lite 
writing this one living book. 


One motive alone propela me to place these fragments of my mind 
on Paper. The human animal is at once both sad and majestic, 
helplessly tangled up in his/her own underwear and yet 
astonishingly beautiful, sadistic and violent, gentile and loving, 
wholly balanced in the universe and yet carefully murturing the 
seeds of universal destruction. There are so many Sides to the 
human @xperience that we can but sample only a small s@t in any 
one Llif@time. Regardless of which path @ person takes, we all, at 
some point in our life, stop and wonder what Llif@ is all about 
and if anyone really cares. This book is my singular effort to 
tell anyone who comes across it that life if all about living and 
Yes, oO god, yes, samebody cares. 
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MAN 


Ag far back as I can remember, I have always had a strang 
attraction to large bodies of water, In another life, f must be 
elthier A S@aMares. ees OF A frog.... This statement is something I 
weote clown many years ago when my creative bursta were measured 
im very small parcels. 


Throughout my life, I have @xperienced random maments when I was 
given a brief glimpse at what IT have come to realize is another 
life T have lived (Cam living SY s3). The clues are sporadic, orten 
different, but very consistent in their overall composition. I 
continue to see the lite of a Seaman, sort af Like viewing randam 
frames of a movie about another person's life. This movie has no 
apparent plot, and has no apparent beginning or end. 


When To was veey young, TP had &@ recurring dream for more than a 
year, For about two months, I had the dream every night. Each 
might would provide me with the game basic dream with a Painfully 
glow extension at the end of a little bit more than the might 
before. One of the neat things about being @ kid iS you Just 
figured that thie kind of dreaming if normal. You probably guess 
that it is Some kind of variation on television shows and you 
don’t get spookec by any adult knowledge thahb you might be Aavina 
some kind of mental problems. So every mignt DT wenk to sleep 
Emowina that IT would soon be standing at the railing of an old 
Sailing ship, watching the land get gmaller and amailler as the 
snip sailed out into a large ocean. I “knew that we were going 
where mo one had ever sailed before, and that we probably would 
mot come back. Nob your basic func-chewing gum and squirt 
gun-playing with toaya kind of dream for a little kid. But ait 
didm’t bother me at all. 2~T knew that "LT" was om that ship @ven an 
Io lay in bed dreaming. 


Ae ao chided, -T usec to sit alone on the remote beacnes of Lake 
Michigan and know that I was “home". The endless motion anc soaumnel 
of the waved seemed to be angwering something within me, sane 
other gicde of my @xistence. At that time, T knew nothing of 
reincarnation. My lite was anchored solidiy into a Readers Digest 
mid-American Methodist Boy Scout boyhood with all the trimmings. 
This other feeling didn’t exactly fit that mold, yet I knew that 
it was right far me. 


Ab various times threoaugnout my lite, TD nave been stopped dead in 
my teacks ag I encountered a Seascape or a picture with old 
Sailing ships, heard a : in the fog, founcd an old rowboat halt 
sunk ain the water, or just smelled the wind me@ar any large lake. 
When we traveled to Maine several years aga, Lin and the kide had 
to almost physically drag me away fram the old marine museums in 
the harbor towns. There is something connecting me to thege 
glameants more than just romantic yearning or a wish to be 
Yoeyehic’! and find conveniant proofs of reincarnation. 
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Qn rare occasions, TI have had the fascinating opportunity to 
Waken too abruptly from my dreams. The process is quite startling 
and very confusing to me as a “mortai" Numan where everything has 
to work according toa the rules of science, sanity and reck solid 
reality. My waking sens@s are turned on “oub of sequence” and Tf 
lay there and watch the dream state shut down and the waking 
state take over. A cammon sensation during this process is the 
recconnecting of my mind Cand soul?) to my @arthniy body. It's 
sort of like climbing into a favorite car and finding that the 
lights still work, amd that the engine has a few more good miles 
in it. There is a fFecurring sense of satistaction that I am back 
where IT want to be right mow, and then the waking beady takes 
Over, seems to realize that I am “peeking at this process" and 
blots out the dream state (usually by making me get up to ga ta 
the bathroam!). 


Similarly, when I bump into these encounters with my seaman, If 
always come away with the same kind of feeling that I’ve 
witnessed in my dream wakening. I know that something in those 
ancounters are either real or memories of one of my other selves. 
As those encounters fade away, I am again left with the feeling 
that Il was where I wanted to be. 


Fa cpee § 


4a 
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i‘ve been there many, many times. IT know the routine, know what 
to expect and know what will happen...., because it always 
happens. Yet, when the gun goe@e off, I still experience a surge 
of excitement, and, along with all the other runners, press 
forward too fast, and bump inte the pergon in feant who bumped 
into the person in front, etc. After several tries, we all settie 
imte the un-coordinated yet somehow singular motion of & diverse 
group of people with a similar goal. The muman race has begun, 


There are those who gay that the race is limited toa the smail 
handful of feunners up front who sa quickly disappear into the 
distance, But those of us wno start out slowly, who begin our 
journey in fits and starts, who slowly sort ourselves out ana 
find an individual pace and speed that fits us like our favorite 
running shoes, know that there is a race ahead for every ane of 
US, @ven the final finisher. 


The first mile is the best part of any race, yet it is also the 
mast complicated and the most difficult to remember. Somewhere 
during that distance the following things will occurs 


The gun goes off and you feel simultaneously a thrill to be 
performing, a thrill that you actually made it to the start 
without throwing up, and a thrill that you could very easily 
be teipped and become something for several hundred other 
runners to jump over, step on or turn into @ pile of other 


un For bunates. 


Unless you are at the very front of the race, you will next 
race forward one step then stand and wait while the mass af 
human fitmess g-l-o-w-l-y moves forward. I’m always 

astonished at how many people are irritated by this process. 


After many precious seconds drift away, never to be 
effectively applied to your PR, you cross the starting line 
and begin to see places to plant your next stride and your 
next. You can now tentatively took up and start working on 
your pace strategy. What you gee when you Took up is the 
acene from those awful "Monster that ate New York" movies. 
The one where the frenzied crowd is milling about im mass 
confusion, criss-crossing every which way to get the hell 
Out of there. Again, if you keep a good humor about you, 
this phase can be kind of fun, definitely challenging, and 
not unlike the bumper car rides at the carnivals. 


Paces 4 
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OK, we got that out of our system, and next BYEryone is 
running the way we thought we would be after that first 
gtep/etop. We are all pointed in the same direction, some of 
the jocks are "making their move" by kicking into their 
version Of a sprint, others are totally caught up in the 
raciness of racing with a huge crowd, losing track of their 
physical capabilities and “racing out of their skulls". 
These last two types of runners will reappear too shortly at 
the side of the road, some @xamining their breakfast, some 
“tying their shoes", some limping theatrically, and some 
just simply astonished that their race was finished before 
come leting the firaet mile, 


Depending an how hot it is, you will usually start seeing 
horks same@where arter the first mile. Tf it is cold out, 
they won't appear until around the third mile, but they will 
be intermixed with snorks. What's a hork or a smork you 
ask??? Well, a hork is the gob of spit that is produced when 
someone is cunning and suddenly goes H-O<—R-R-R-K-K, FPTUITE. 
A anork is the really slippery gob of spit that 15 produced 
whem @ runner laye their finger agide of their nose, babs to 
the eight or lett and goes S-N-O-R-R-R-k-E. 

If it if really cold, you may gee the much rarer snorklet ~ 
a snork that was poorly aimed into the wind and froze on the 


side of the runners face or shorts. 


eeveee TQ BE CONTINUED wana nnn ean 


Pages: 


The Book of the Living -~ Frinted: January 25, 1992 


The other day, I was driving to work in my car. I am always at my 
least human state of performance at that time of the morning, soa 
Tougually gust think about driving and the weather and Fresident 
Reagan and other mindless things. This time, however, I suddenly 
found myself racing through some of the least used corridors of: 
my mind trying to remember the names of all my grade school 
Teachers. 


Kindergarten - Mes. Bryant (3) 


First Grade - (77) = A big blond woman who always required avery 
kid to kiss and hug her good-bye at the end of the day. Yurcehhh. 
(Ask Dave if he remembers her name? 


Second Grade - YRT?TS 


Third Grade - Miss O’Byrne - She taught me that books were 
treasures. 


Fourth Grade - Mrs. Schutz - Your basic crabby old teacher, 
except, she cared enough about us to spend two solid weeks 
rebuilding everyone’ s penmanship, She taugnt us to write. For 
some bizarre reason I also remember Pimwee, the jungle boy (Very 
Possibly a racist book about the trials and tribulations of a 
white boy who Lived in the African jungle. } 


Fitth Grade - Mr. Ramont (Gus} ~- One of the kids. We loved him 
so much that a bunch of kids accidently knocked him down while 
making kid piles and broke his arm. The entire class was 
mortified. 


Sixth Grade - Mrs. Black ~ A great all-around teacher who 
prepared us very well for the terrors of junior high school. 


Page: & 
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How can [ put ante worde what | Nave seen and @xperienced during 
my visit to Yellowstone and Grand Titon National Parks. Much like 
seeing the Farks ag a single a@antity, a Singular degcription is 
too overwhelming to accomplish. I think that putting it together 
im bibs anc pieces, much as I experienced it is my only option 
with a hope that the collection of impressions can contribute 
something toward deseribing what I gaw, what I felt and what I 
lived while Io wags there. 


THE BUMBEST BEAST - Wherever we came upon a wild animal visible 
to the many roads we traveled, this other animal would invariably 
be gwarming around, Most of thig Species seamed to show a deep 
respect for the other animals, but almost always one or two of 
them would rise to the unspoken challenge of proving that humans 
are often the dumbest beast in the park. In spite of the clear 
warnings toa gtay a safe distance from the other animals, in spite 
of FEL 
animals, some idiot would fly out of his/her car yelling at 
everyone within a half mile radius that "It’s a moose, it’s a 
moose." They, their camera and various equipment would then ga 
thundering into the field, up to about eight feet of the animal, 
and they would spend the next tan minutes clicking away, changing 
their film, changing their lenses, and generally irritating the 
wild animal in question amd all the other humans who had the good 
Sense and respect to stay at the roadside. 


Fark statistics indicate that the laws of natural selection might 
someday eliminate this bothersome pest - @very yS@ar one or two 
people are killed or seriously injured because they didn +t 
believe the rules applied to them or that & 2000 pound buftaio 
colle really move that fast. This story smacks of legend, but 
supposedly a woman decided that she could get a really “cube” 
picture of the bear they found if she smeared honey on the side 
of her child's tace so the bear could come up and Lick it... The 
bear grabbed the kid by the head and pulled it off into the 

WOO) Se een 
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i ramember rockfights. Deadly in their intent, totally consuming 
of my universe while they were taking place, out, maw that they 
are over, relatively harmless in their overall accomplishment. 
(ine thing you are when you're in the middle of a really serious 
rockfight is totally alive, Your genges are literally humming, 
although admittedly focused entirely on a very tiny slice of your 
existence, You can hear all the individual missiles as they whip 
past you. You carry with you this constant dread of being hit by 
the biggest, most painful rock in the history of roackfighting, 
which, of course, never hits YOU, 


During a rockfight you possesa the eyes of an eagle, the agility 
of a bullfighter and the memory of a computer. You are 
simultaneously scanning the ground around you for 
ammunition...HEAVY ammunition, and mentally recording where each 
rock lands about you so that you can scoop it up and return it 
more accurately to it’s rightful owner. You must be constantly 
sighting in your opponents, and, of course, judging each 
individual rock in flight and it’s potential for hitting YOU and 
feeling the way you ENOW it’s going toa feel, 


kids today think they enjoy the ultimate sensory tests when they 
stand up to anc pump their quarters into those arcade machines 
and start blasting away at colored blobs on their video screens. 
Ne contest to a good rockfight. 


If you do get hit, and you DO g@t hit, it s@ideam hurts as much ag 
the one that’s going to hit you. When you hit someone else, you 
feel simultaneously a sense of triumph for the proof of your 
talents among your peers, and bac that you actually hurt someone 
because your Mom and Dad taught you that that was bad. Then 
another missile sings past your head, the feelings evaporate and 
you rejoin the battle. 


One of the childhood mamentos that T admire agp I atruggle ta 
bring my @yes into focus each morning is a halt inch scar over my 
left eyebrow. It is one of those tiny bits and pieces that 
contributes to the lite experience and help shape the way a 
Person will act and comport themselves in their adult lite. The 
story behind that scar goes something like this 
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Two or threee houses down from gues when we Lived at Fark Lake, 
about halé-way down Rosemont Road on the way to THE LAKE lived a 
boy who was crippled and confined to @ wheelchair. The brain cell 
containing his name if currently out te lunch, or was fed to my 
leos curing the Finckney Run-Through-Hell marathon ta difterent 
story Io may get to some day). Anyway, they gay that when a person 
loses one of their genses or bodily functions, they develop an 
even greater talent in one of the others. Well, nameless nad the 
opportunity to become a great artist, or nave the greatest 
hearing im town, but he choge to develop and constantly allocate 
the snottiest attitude about averyone who passed within hearing 
distance of him. I vaguely recall spending the better part of two 
summers trying to ignore the dink and live up to all the 
Cheigtian charity we were constantly absorbing in Sunday school, 


Now every adult knows (well most of them doa) that it you 
constantly take verbal abuse and garcagm, Stupid camments and the 
like from someone and don’t react in any way, eventually you will 
erupt, usually much more strongly than if you had matched Yo° 
Mama for Yo’ Momma with the nerd on a daily basis. I think I 
mentioned that our neighborhood was a rockfight looking for a 
place to happen. It did.w...s.e Right in front of nameless’ frant 
porch. One too many times that twit called one of us a pPiss-ant 
or some such and suddenly racks were zinging inte the walls of 
that porch. Now the first sound of a rock thrown at somebody 
automatically conjured up at least three other kids who 
automatically chose whose side they wanted to be om. This 
decision had very little to do with race, creed or principles. It 
had a lot to do with who your real friends were, which side had 
the best ammo and which side had the kid with the surest aim, 


That old porch sure made a nice loud noise when we drilled rocks 
into it. Nameless and his cronies were hunched down behind a halt 
wall so nobody was taking much in the way of bodily harm. 
Suddenly, I bent down to pick up a rock and there in front of me 
was this big dog bone. I had to stop and review the childhaned 
code as it pertained to the use of deg bones in rockfights, much 
to my immecliate peril. Several missiles zinged by and made the 
buzzing fluttery noise that signified a CLOSE ONE. I decided that 
it didn’t seem totally appropriate ta throw a bone, but if tf 
didn’t, nameless might find his mark and acid injury to insult. 
This could not be allowed. I picked it up and threw a deliciously 
noisy thwock right into the wall behind the porch. 


Fade: 10 
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Im the event that you are reading this to pick up some bips on 
how to improve your rocktfighting, IT will now offer the single 
rule bthat must ne@ver be broken during a rockfighti NEVER LET YOUR 


GUARD DOWN. After I heard that bone seemingly take half the porch 


off, I LET MY GUARD DOWN (start playing ominous inevitable 
sounding music at this point), O° shame, I strutted among my 
Peers and agkecd them if they were properly impresged with the 
sound of that last one. They were, but THEY NEVER LET THETR GUARD 


DOWN. As I turned to rejoin the battle, the dog bone (which had, 
of course, been thrown back to it’s rightful owner) and my 
eyebrow (with it’s GUARD TOTALLY DOWN) came together im a blazing 
display of stars and searing cold-cut pain, That dumb dink-twit 
had failed to cower in fear from that mighty theoaw, picked up the 
bone and winged it back in my general direction, if toned “it (eT. 


MY GUARD DOWN, I would have easily sidestepped hig toss and bean 
awarded the childly right to say "“YAHH-YAHH YA FISS-ANT 
DIENE-TWIT, YOU CAN‘’T HIT YO MAMA...." aor some guch. Instead I was 
steuck down in my prime and forced to walk home to the sound of 
nameless’ petort "“YAHH<-YAHH YA FPISS-ANT DINE-TWIT" and think up 
some logical excuse for my Mom as to why my face was covered with 
blood only moments after an obvious rockfight had erupted two 
doors down. Doan‘’t let anyone tell you that kids dan’t know what 


Humility is. 


T can’t help but wonder if the world would be a little sater if 
the leaders of our governments and all their generals with ail 
their wartoys and all their rambos had been in a couple of my 
rockfights. Once you've bean through one of them, you don’t have 
to fantasizge and puff up your ego about how you're better, 
tougher, braver, righter, ad nauseum. You ENOW you're just like 
the guy at the other end of that rock. 
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BAREFOOT IN? 

Thige one’s kind of tuszey, but IT remember for many years I was too 
young anc therefore not allowed to participate in brother Dave's 
traditdanal run around the block in hig bare feet IN THE SNOW, 
One or two years went by this way, with each year being (to me> 
THE year when I wag ready to participate in this most important 


rite oF seen A Te Py I’m nob sure what. Sp ee Jim ar Towore Mam 


PERMISSION.....Well_ that waar i either toad my nerve at the 
doorsilil, or fT ran out about ten feet and then turned back. I, of 
COW Se apart the entire vear stewing in my trailure and resolving 
to prove my boyhood NEXT YEAR. The reat of this memory plays out 
in scrl-or-w meocteic-on-n with the theme from Chariote of Fire 
Playing majestically in tne background. ~T can’t remember what it 
was that marked that day to be THE day, but finally that long 
year was over and IT WAS TIME. We sat oon the floor and removed 
Gur shoes and socks. I was reminded of THE RULES once againa 


vo MUST RUN Mes. THE: WAY. AROUND TE BLOCE NM YOUR BARE FEET OR 


ococaeaccansnustesramamnetvapeemcsenvesenttrtaeesanssernsssennvecmsiene sesnanssiensssosesuemssenvwucsnngyssstantsontnerigensnmeassenssessuauneseeheuasessecccnssuceteansensencansnasiussas iauestguasececuaeussansscusnsrastancnitercoranrsantnuuanatateseraanshsteenarnsaets svedhssoeesetensusnansntecasnassesansntaternvessenaenetaganversbecsrcatsnanatenenzonyeetseesy 


Not ME, no way. I shot out that door and didn’t even touch the 
snow for the first twenty steps. Ll was sure that I would freeze 
up solid as I turned the first corner. Dave was, of course, way 
ahead, but he (or Jim) yelled back that we were hal? way around 
and it was closer to keep running ahead, and not turn back. 
Sounded good to me so I kept on running. The rest of the trip 
Was total frozen HELL. I ran the last two dozen steps through our 
back yard on ice clumps, my toes long since passed on to toe 
heaven. I finished and found ta my astonishment that my feet were 
very cold and very red, but still had all their toes and weren't 
FROZEN. I did it. I RAN ALL THE WAY AROGUND THE BLOCK IN THE SNOW 
IN MY BARE FEET. Boy that felt good...s..s.O, if felt great. 


i cidn’t even try to run the following year, didn’t have to. THAT 
challenge was in the bag. 


: 
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SARS 


If you ever want to remember something real clearly, just be su 
that you get some kind of scar on your body when it happens. Li 
the funny U-shaped one on my forehe@acd.,.... I was about S1x year 
Old and just walking around one summer day, really thinking har 
about six-yearcold-stuf?. I wagn’t emally paying attention to 
what I was doing or where I wags. When you're gix you only have 
BE. Everything @laea takes care of itgel¢. Well, I goart of turne 
off the real world (€but tuned back in @very twenty feet or gad 
and just kind of put my body on auto~pilot and sant it on towar 
home while I was just THINKING. I remember turning onto good ol 
Rosemont Road. Back then I could walk that Little dirt road 
backwards with my eyes shut and know exactly where | was by tha 
sounds, sm@lls, moiges or dips in the gravel. I remember thinki 
(while I was THINKING) “Well, only three more steps, then fuen 
left into our driveway, then IT had better tune in and check 
things out..e..J took three more steps, turned left, brought my 
head up to check things out and ean smack into the hood ornamen 
of Dad’s car (a real sharp, sort of U-shaped thing). This scar 
has been especially handy because I never had to worry about 
being handsome after that. I mean of course I could have BEEN 
handesame, but I was automatically disqualified with that silly 
scar, so I directed my energies elsewhere. 


res 
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PFiSHin’ 


next to a lake and spent their existence either mucking around at 
it’s shoreline or fishing. Actually, the fishing concept wasn't 
mine, it was Jim‘’s, but we spent so much time at the lake that 
there didn’t seem to be any reason to wonder at the posaibility 
of other activities. Now Jim has his own memories, and I’m sure 
that his description of the largest thing Ne @ver caught cifters 
from mine, but I know... was there...and [I’m positive that he 
never caught anything larger than a Sixty pound younger brother. 
And, Just to be gure that I didn’t lose this particular event to 
the vagaries of memory, he cid it three teparabe times. Once with 
a regular fishhook, and twice with a Jitterbug. You can ask my 
MOM, she got to pull them out of my scalp. Feople can’t seem to 
understand my aversion to fishing as an adult, but it seems to 
fake perfect sense to me. Whenever gomneone aske me af To want te 
go fishing with them, I feel this imaginary tug on the top of my 
heac and hear the whir of Jim's reel ag he completes his cast. 
For game reagan, ID'd rather read a book. 


Face: if 
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Five collars! About six months salary for a kid. That‘s what I 
paic for THE BLACK PANTHER. Before that, I never really had a 
real two-wheeled bike of my own. Between Jim and i, I recall 
owning a pile of bike parts that were discarded by Dave as not 
fit for conversion to go-karts and such. We kept trying to it 
them together into a viable machine, but they either refused ta 
fit or would fall apart during our many test runs down the road. 
Then Jim got a line on two bikes. I was sceptical about parting 
with that huge amount of money, but went along... just to look. 


It was, I’m sure, a pathetic rusted worn out old bike in anyone 
else's eyes, but I saw a Sleek racing machine. All it needed was 
@& couple coats of paint, get those fenders off, tighten up the 
spokes, chip the rust off the chain...and go. [t even had, O° 
wonder of wonders, tires that weren‘’t flat tbald and paper thin, 
maybe, but not flat). The real clincher though, was this metal 
thing mounted on the frame that ran from the seat to the nandle 
bars. It was hollow and flat, and was obviously put there to 
carey the words (in fancy, fast white lattering) THE BLACK 
PANTHER. I was further dumbfounded to find, on close inspection, 
that there was a button on this thing that went to a battery 
operated horn. It didn’t work, of course, but I was pretty sure 
that the peopie who were selling it had overlooked tnis luxury 
item when they set the price. 


Well, I bought that bike, fixed it up, paintec) THE BLACK PANTHER 
an it’s side, fooled with the horn until it was unquestionably 
broken and rode it until it hid out in our old barn on Center 
Road and snuck off to bike heaven. An excellent investment. 


Fages 15 
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Every year, gust before school started, Mom and Dad would take us 
kids DOWNTOWN to Lansing to buy our new gonool clothes. thpe@aking 
Dad to Dad here, T now tully appreciate tne economic train tnis 
Venture had to have on your wallet. TI cdicm’t them.) Well, this 
particular year, we had been shopping several hours, and had ta 
make one more etop to buy shoes for several of us. We walked inte 
the store ancl were immediately assailed by the wondrous sight of 
counter upon counter of CHUREA BOOTS. Up to that moment, we had 
never heard of CHUREA BOOTS, couldn’t have described tham to save 
our souls, but we were quick to grasp a new marketing trend. Jim 
and I sat right down on the floor of that store, yanked of? cur 
shoes and slipped our feet into the wonders of CHUKKA BOOTS. ¢1 
suispect mow that CHUREA is an ancient Eskimo medicine man word 
for sucker) We HAD TO HAVE THOSE CHUKEA BOOTS! Nothing Mam could 
say would deter us, $0, after much unsuccessful eaftart at 
parental manipulation, we bought our CHUEREA BOOTS and went hame 
With visions of the spectacular impression this fine footware 
would have on our classmates im school. 


Did IT mention that CHUREA BOOTS were made with sheepakin that was 
un-shaven on the inside. A great concept, soft and warm, really 
comfortable....in the store. Tne next time you have the 
opportunity, go smell a wet sheep. One that has been wrappec 
around a child’s feet for a tew days. Totally unfit for numan 
habitat, aS our classmates were quick to tell us. Within weeks we 
HAD TO HAVE NEW SHOES, MOM, FLEASE OH FLEASE OH ETC.... NO, net 
until these WONDERFUL CHUKEA BOOTS were worn out. The damned 
things were nearly indestructible. Since that experience, I’ve 
never been real impressed with the latest fashions! 
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Long after we moved away from Fark Lake and I nad grawn up, I 
went back to Rosemont Road. Everything was 50 smali. The block fT 
“Pan around was only a couple hundred feet long, and the houses 
were tiny. Now, almost all the houses are gone and the 
neighborhood where I grew up has been transformed into a freeway. 


Somehow it doesn’t seem possible that they could change anything 
with their bulldozers, trucks and cranes. Even though I see the 
raw earth and concrete roadway lying right on top of MY back 
yard, when IT look back into my memories, I know that they can’t 
touch a thing. 


I drove down that new stretch of freeway just the other day, 
shortly after they opened it. My car passed right over the 
geographical spot where one of the neighbor kids got mad and 
threw a hatchet at Dave because he had the nerve to wander out in 
the field and discover our secret camp. (He missed by about 
twenty feet, but impressed several of us kids with the intensity 
of his tantrum.....,stave wasn't too pleased). Ta my lett, I was 
shocked to see a tence that would Nave run right through the 
bedroom where Dave, Jim, Don and 1] Slept, rather, Jim and I 
concocted fantasies under the covers at the foot of Gur bunks, 
and Dave kept pushing Don out of the bed so often during the 
night that Bon got used to sleeping on the floor between the bed 
and the wall. 


As I drove through my childhood, it occurred to me that memories 
might have a physical existence of their own, almost as if they 
remain in place like a stain that won't come out of your favorite 
shirt. We spend cur entire lite generating mamories as we steam 
about doing this and that. Other kids probably passed over that 
very spot in the field and created their very own memory that fT 
will Enow nothing about, but both memories will corexigt forever, 
always available if someone wants to pull them off the shelf and 
re~vVigit them. 
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YOU can Pick up almost any paper today and read about the 
devastating economic plight of the American farmer. I am 
constantly grateful for my early experiences in the Future 
Farmers of America that soured me for Life on entering into that 
Particular trade. In my years twelve through fourteen, while [ 
was waiting for puberty to take over, I learned everything that 
today’s farmer takes a lifetime to fully @xperience ~ sort of an 
accelerated course in the failed microeconomics of the American 
farm industry. 


Before you accumulate a lot of years in lite, aA person tends to 
be extremely impressionable and easily maneuvered from one 
experience to the next. IT suppose it’s like the kid in the candy 
shop, anyway, here’s how I came to understand the dynamics of 
DMSLiN@Ss failures before [ knew what & DUBIN@Ss evan was, 


Jim (whe was always checking out the backroads of lite) came home 
one day shartliy atter we had moved to the farm on Canter Road and 
annguncecd bhatt his gearch was over, that he had Joined the FFA 
{(Fubure Farmers of America?, and his life’s work now lay batore 
him. Soon he was wearing this great looking blue corduray jacket, 
spouting "“Robert’s Rules of Order" and making a general nuisance 
of himself? by interrupting my reveries with earnest talke ar 
plowing, planting and pigs. Ahh, the pigs! [Tf we had Limited the 
next two years to chickens or carrots or some other form of small 
potatoes ventures, I might today be a farmer fe@aturead im Sunday's 
paper ~ you know, the one who says.e... "Don't think we'll last 
the year. Had to sell the house and kids to make the last 
installment on the tractor tires. Best small potatoes crop we've 
Sean in years, $0 the market's flooded with the things and you 
can’t give ‘em away. You want some potatoes? Didn't think sa. 
Guess T' Ll quit farming and go to work for General Motorsa"swseus 
Tl owe it all to the pigs. 


Well, for a while I stood back and watched Jim amd all his FFA 
antics. I liked to study on things for a while before entering in 
on them, He fiddled with raising baby chicks, Putting up 
hay.«ss.:NoOw there’s a well kept lie. Putting up the hay. 
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Picture the cute little old wagon Standing out in the field as 
five or six hearty lads wait their turn to lift the obviously 
feather light bales up to the four or five hearty lads atop the 
wagon. Everyone is smiling and telling clean jokes. Now they must 
all stop their orderly efforts as Mes. Farmer walks out fram the 
house and offers you something cool to drink and three or four 
ciuite children cavort about and two cows stand by and watch and 
the day i8 cool and sweet. H&! Norman Rockwell obviously never 
Put up a bale of hay in his life. Here’s the real scene: 


No one ever put up hay when it was sweet and cool out. Days ancl 
Weeks would go by as Old Bob the farmer waited for the 
temperature to rise above minety and there were reports of rain 
over in the next county. Every other kid was always gone on days 
like that. Somehow I never learned to be missing whan Old Bob or 
Qld Fred called for some help putting up the hay. Old Bob liked 
to start at six or Seven in the morning and would always go on 
out ahead before you got there and make up about seven thousand 
bales. Then, when you got there, he'd jump on the tractor, wine 
it out as fast as he could make it go, and yell at you to keep 
up. fo maver got to drive the tractor. [ always got to run along 
behind, lift that bale (which weighed a feather-light ninety to a 
hundred-twanty pounds), throw it over my head onto a speeding 
trailer, then race ahead to the next bale. In three or four 
minutes my forearms looked like raw hamburger from the hay Poking 
through and seratching my skin. I couldn't breathe from the dust 
and my allergies. The sun was doing it’s best to bake everything 
in sight, and etc. The merciful part of putting up the hay was 
that after about twenty minutes of pitching bales, your muse las 
went numb so you didn’t know enough to drop from exhaustion. 
Seldom saw Mes. Old Bob and their cute kids. The only part of a 
cow I ever encountered was the part they walk away from as it 
steams in the grass. Fun. Putting up hay should have been more 
than enough of a clue about considering some career other than 
farming. 


Oh, yes, the pigs. As Jim sunk deeper and deeper into the FFA, I 
began to believe that he was actually having fun, and, foolish 
lad that I was, I joined up. After some passage of time, Jim and 
Ll were off to Ohio to buy two brood sows. “Daddy, where do baby 
pigs come from? From brood sows, son."...ee. What did I learn 
from the pigs’ 


Well, I learned about punctuality. Several years after I was 
finished with the pig business, I had the opportunity to dissect 
a baby pig in biology class. I was quite surprised to learn that 
Pigs do not have some kind of clock mechanism located in their 
stomach. I¢ I missed feeding time by more than five minutes on 
any given night, there would erupt such a terrible screaming and 


Wailing from those pigs that you could hear them from a halt mile 
down the road. 
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TI learned about the subtle distinctions between love, lust and 
why you call a five hundred pound male pig Mr. Boar. Seems that 
our FFA teacher had a boar that needed to be kept in cur barn for 
& few days. Well, Jim and I nad gust finished building a bunch of 
Pens out of oak boards and we were pretty impressed with how 
sQlid they were. We bent up several pounds of Dad's best spikes 
Putbing up pens for the sows on one end of the barn, a pen for 
the boar on the other end and two big pens and two heavy doors in 
between. The boar was delivered and placed in his pen. Jim and I 
were sure that he was locked up securely. We were after all, in 
the FFA. Sometime in the night, Mr. Boar must have heard the sows 
talking about how lonely they were, Mr. Boar must have tallen in 
love with their voices or something, Mr. Boar set oub to call oan 
his new meigqhbors and Mr. Hoar proceeced to tear up an enbire 
barn full of doors, pens, feeders, walls, @tc. The next morning, 
we found Me. Hoar lying quite caontentedliy between the two sows 
With & big grin on his face. He apparentiy thought that our barn 
WAS A mice place to visit. 


TO BE CONTINUED 
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Even today, I have the strongest feelings of loss over THE 


SGNDWICH. We had planned a trip to Cedar Foint with the kids. OF 
itself, this was an effort on Lin’s part, because T dan’t like 
amusement parks. She had to try various approaches to convince me 
that it was the fun thing to do. Finally, she got tired of the 
slowness of the negotiations and dragged out her big 

Weapon... food. She painted this mental picture of the great 
things to eat there, how you could have breakfast along the way, 
pack a great picnic lunch, walk around from one food place to the 
next.eese.l didn’t stand a chance. 


The might before we left, we went to the store and bought a bunch 
of good things to eat for the picnic lunch. I spared no expense 
in Selecting all the ingredients for the perfect sandwich. The 
morning of the trip, I laid a@verything out and lovingly created 
the most delicious sandwich to exist up to that point in the 
history of civilization. As I placed it in it’s wrapper, I aimast 
took a big bite out of it, but Lin yelled at me and told me to 
Wait until lunch. 


When we got to Cedar Foint and parked the car (about a mile from 
the entrance), we, of course, forgot the sandwiches (ominous coaom 
music, please). As lunchtime approached, and we were already 
exhausted from walking around, standing in line and participating 
im America’s poor concept of playing, we realized that we had 
forgotten the sandwiches. Since we were aiso full of ail the 
other junk they offer there, we decided to leave them in the car 
and forget the lunch. 


&t the end of the day, when we returned to the car, I hurriedly 
unlocked the car and dove for my sandwich. It was hot fram 
sitting in the car all day. In spite of the heat, the lettuce had 
aetayed remarkably crisp, and the cheese had melted just enough toa 
qualify it for one of those pictures they have in sandwich 
magazines. I mean, that sandwich was calling out to me to be 
enjoyed. As I began to unwrap it, Lin said: "What are you doing 
you can’t eat that it has been in the car all day and is full of 
deacdly germs that will kill you before we can drive out of the 
parking lot I mean it throw it away RICH give it to me right now 
you can’t eat it THROW IT AWAY NOW, @tc.".... We THREW LT 

AWAY sce Die © sa 

That is one of the few ways in which my wife nas failed me in our 
long life together (Ask Debbie or Lin what that means). Oh, well, 
T’ll just eat it when I get to heaven. 
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I went through a period in my life when many who knew me well 
told me that I didn’t seem to have any feelings. Actually, this 
was the same time when men were supposed to be converting 
wholesale from their cast-iron macho HE-man personna to the 
sensitive “it’s okay fo cry if the last elevator was full? HU-man 
of the seventies - so there was a lot of comparing of people toa 
that norm. Amyway, I didn’t measure up too well. 


The truth of the matter (from my perspective) was that I was (and 
always have been) crammed with feelings. I’ve just always had a 
problem with expressing them publicly or privately. I don’t know 
why exactly, it probably is all tangled up with my years of 
excruciating shyness as a young child, or my sense that others 
needed as much of their own personal time as I] did to process the 
world and the avents it threw at you, and they didn’t need to 
give their time and attention to what I was feeling. As I write 
that, it appears to describe a position of low sei¢t-contidence 
and inadequacy. Those who have cornerecd me know that I don't 
well an that domain. Rather I have a deep sense of respect for 
the privacy of others and a mistaken assumption that they all 
Perceive the world as I doa, and want to work out the answers anc 
search for their truths for themselves. Many, many people 
nis~-interpreat my demeanor as withdrawn and unteiendly. 


bh 
hd 
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TI’ 1ll probably end up moving this item to a Separate tile, because 
it will get too big to contain my descriptions of some of the 
many wonderful dreams I’ve experienced in this life. One that 
changed me profoundly happened several years ago following the 
disastrous space shuttle explosion in January of L?SG...6. 


sees YeSterday, January 25, 1966, the space shuttle exploded as 
it was being launched into space. All seven astronauts on board 
died ingatantly. 


There was very little elee on telavision that might and - gat 
with my family and watched the details and background stories 
over and over again. We sat and watched and experienced an entire 
nation being brought to grief, hurting and caring deeply for 
thage seven people, 


Latar that night, as I lay preparing for sleep, this incident was 
still very heavy on my mind. I was concerned that the trauma amd 
the suddenness of their deaths might cause the "souls" of these 
astronauts to become lost. As I drifted into sleep, I asked my 
father (who is dead) to find them and offer them "guidance". 


There is a senge, a message that 16 conveyed to me during certain 
rare dream evants. This message eatablighes that what - am about 
to @xperience is not a dream, not a fantasy, and nat to be 
feared. In order to proceed with the dream, I must acknowledge 
that I accept this reality. Last night, I had one of these 
dreams. IT WAS REAL» 

As my dream began, I was standing at one end of a small roam or 
hallway. Behind me was an open door. From somewhere beyond the 
door, thera emanated a very strong feeling of love, warmth ana 
rightness. At the other end of the room there was something like 
a ragged hole, very chaotic and indetinable. From within this 
hole there came some vague noises and motions. Than three people 
stepped through the hole into the room acting very confused and 
tentative. They were wearing astronaut suite. Individually, they 
‘saw! me and I offered them my hand to guide them to the other 
door. I "touched" them, but only with my mind. Ags IT brought each 
of them to the door, [ gave them a Simple message; “We thank 
you". When they became aware of the door and what was beyond it, 
they showed great joy and peace, then they stepped through and 
WE Some. 
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I "knew" that there was a fourth person still in the other 
opening. I further “knew" that I would not be allowed to meet or 
guide this last person ta the other side. That person would cross 
over after IT left. My work was done, my dream began to dissolve 
im balance with my gentle recovery of @arthly awareness. Aas I was 
half in and half out of the dream, still in that room, yet also 
lying awake in my “real” bed, I received a message, an 
understanding from that fourth person. The message was: "Thank 
you, son." That fourth person, the other guide, was my father. 


As I weite this, I am @nce again locked solidly into my 
earthbound existence. All my walls are hard when I run inte them, 
hot is het, cold is cold, all my “normal” senses are attuned to 
the physical. There is no more knowing, there is no more special 
communication with others except through our earthly 
“seLentitically proven" forms such as writing, Speaking and the 
like. TI carry with me a sense of sadness at having to set aside 
my “other” sangses, yet have an absolute sureness that it is only 
Aa temporary condition while T continue my existence in this 
reality. IT can offer no proof that what I experienced was real. I 
can offer only my Own personal Surenege, and that is all I need, 
What others believe doesn’t concern me, for 7 knew that some day 
they will understand. 


Ll HAVEGE Sxperienced the deep personal grief and confusion ab the 
loss of a loved one. I know many of the feelings that go many 
People in our world are coping with today. I wish that they could 
take comfort in what IT know. The astronauts who died in that 
explosion are sate, secure and cantent that theirs was the most 
successful mission of ail. For they, if only tor the briefest of 
time, caused an entire world to care for the loss of other human 
lives. 


We thank you. 
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What's it like to be blind? Fortunately, I never had to 
experience this for myself. IT did try to learn what it might be 
like onte@..easlLin and | were on our honeymoon and were visiting 


the Taquamanon Falls. This was in the @arily spring so we pretty 
much had the place to ourselves. Ags we walked together along this 
nature trail, I had picked up a stick and was using it to feel my 
way along the way a blind person does with a cane, I told Lin 
that I was getting pretty good with the stick and bet ner that [ 
could walk all the way back with my @y@s shut. Lin ran on ahead 
and warned me that there was a footbridge ahead and that maybe [ 
should stop. Being so good, I gaw no reason to stop and proceeded 
to find my way to the bridge and slowly tap-tap-tap my way up 
it’s stees and across to the other set of steps, Ab same point 
Lin had stopped encouraging me and I realized that I was all by 
aysel? chanting some stupid ditty about being bling in the 
forest. Something told me to open my eyes, which I did to find a 
family waiting patiently at the bottom of tne steps for the blind 
Person to come down off the bridge. Lin was some way up the brail 
raliing on the ground laughing at my embarrassment. She enjoys 
this memory far more than ~ cde, 
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You will of course have to @xcuse the fact that everything If 
propose here is purely conjecture, that being necause IT haven’ t 
had the opportunity to @xperience death for myaei¢t as yet (a true 
statement at least as Lo wreite tris) and be therefore able tea 
expound on it's inteicacies with any sense of authority as I 
normally like to do. [Lt does present a bit of a paradox tao we of 
the mMuman race. It, in tact, derives many People tactually entire 
societies) bananas trying to figure out what Nappens APTEN YOU 
Rie. 


In some ways not knowing (Cand therefore not being absolutely 
SUP@) keeps a lot of people a whole lot more human than they 
might otherwise be. I'll bet that a lot of low-lite types have 
gab around contemplating same evil deed or anather ang then 
backed off simply because they couldn't be absolutely positive 
they wouldn't end up doing eternity in the pits of HELL. Handy 
legenc, that one, Then again, on the other side of the social 
coin, there are probably others who sat around contemplating an 
eternity of harp playing, Sweetness and light and decided that 
they had better be at least a little maughty while they still had 


the chance here on earth. Yin and yana yy? 


Steve once asked me what I thought about death in an interview he 
did for a high school class. Ab that time, having already worked 
for over four hours om his questions, IT opted for a flip answer. 
Here I shall attempt to give the question all the attention it 
(eserves. 


First, in spite of my opening camments about heaven and nell, If 
don’t ascribe to any of the myriad of religious contentions that 
such things exist. My complements to the authors of the Bible, 
Koran, Talmud, ad infinitum, amen, but they were all crafted by 
mean, madified by men, censored by men and rewritten by men (1 can 
sense the feminists among you getting pissed as you read the 
previous sentence. Don't. Some of the best stuff written for 
these books was developed by women but was stripped out aver the 
canturies by our male dominated societies). These books concern 
themselves principally with the politics of various times and 
Places and how best to manipulate the minds of their targeted 
Populations. 
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Oe, $0 you're beginning to gee that I have Little use for 
organized religions. Actualiy, ~T think that religions have a 
tremendous value. Consider the vast amgunt of money they keep 
EQULP Pe led away from our Various governments. Ef that money were 
available to the Reagans, Nixons and Johmeoans, Eruscheyvs, 
Castros, Gorbacheve, @tc. they could buiid three or four times 
the number of migsgileg they currentiy neec to assure themselves 
of Our world’s robust mannood, (Yes, you may consider that a 
phallic comparison). Churches are pretty. If you don’t have to be 
there, churches can offer a Senge af relaxing calm. Mast 
religions propoge the basic tenets of doing good for others 
falthough they got so carried away with this one during the 
Crusades that they murdered and butchered more people than we’ ve 
been able to destroy in all our civilized wars since. ikeep 
trying guys, that record cannot be allowed to stand). 


Ahem, rustie-rustle (getting dawn off my Soapbox noises). As fT 
was thinking....s..9o0 the organized stuf? doesn’t work for me, 
what does? It's quite simple, and therefore totally alarming to 
anyone who wants to run a collection plate. God is ALL THAT TS. 
Everything! The Hebrew books have a name for God. Actually it 
doesn’t translate, but people have to tery. Tt comes close te 
YAWEH. Tt further doean’t translate down to mean something clase 
to ALL. THAT IS. Now the original Bible probably said sometninas 
like “IT am YAWEH!" Period. Well, tnonat wasn’t going to require a 
lot of huge temples, popes, candles, contributions, bidg organs 
(sorry Freud) etc. so they sort of added a tew chapters ta 
improve it’s marketability. 


MY view of this game if very portable: 
ies Gack is ALL THAT Is. 


To clarity, that’s the whole shootin’ match, the garbage and 
the flowers, you and me, living or dead, the entire universe 
with mothing, ABSOLUTELY NOTHING, left out. Now that’s a 
remarkable concept, because if means that God is moat aniy 
the heaven and the earth, but God is me, and God is the jerk 
that mobody likes, and God is dog poop (meaning na 
disrespect), and God if nuclear weapons, and God is the 
first realization that you ilove sommpone, and God 18 
hairbalis, and God is your first realization that someone 
loves you, and God 18 aA viciousiy beaten and dying child, 
and God is hiccoughs, and God is the first time you Llosk 
someone you Loved, and God is Chariton Hestan in a 

flowing robe if you absolutely insist. 
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a ALL THAT IS is LOVE. 


This one always makeg me smile because we're getting lots of 
free acivertising in all the Sunday Schoois around the world 
With the children’s song: “Listen, listen, all you Llittie 
children. GOD IS LOVE. GOD IS LOVE. Now, I soamebimes nave a 
hard time defending this one when I see some of the 
thousands of ways that people invent to hate and hurt one 
another. And I sometimes forget this one when it’s more 
convenient to waliow in self pity, anger, horror, spite, or 
one of the other less loving Human treaits. But it always 
comes back to love. 


GOD is ALL THAT IS and ALL THAT IS ig LOVE. It is as Simple as 
that. I haven’t the foggiest notion what the rules for @xistins 
ars. I doubt that they are as complex ag the Ten Commandments. I 
think they are samething Likes 


Go ye therefore and @xperience Lite. AS yOu @xperience, thus 
shall we grow. 


Seek love and ye shall tind yourgel?. 
There beeth no free Lunch. 
Life ism’t fair. 


Except that ye hast chosen to be a driller or a mole by trade, 
try not to be boring. 


Whosoever shalt wish to recreate, must compensate. (If ya wanna 
play, ya gotta pay.) 


And, of course, he who shall, so shail he who, 


fine thousand and eight words after I offered you the subject of 
death, and I still haven't givan you anything to go out and 
invest in. See how easy it is to start up a religion! 

Ok, so what‘s the inside story on death? Beats ma! I believe it 
can be anything we want it to be. I think it is similar to 
dreaming, in fact there are many people who propose that this 
(dur existence) is the “dream” and death is closer to the 
reality. To make this rambling treatise more presentable, I shail 
now Offer an expert reference. “Life is but a dream" ~ William 
Shakespeare. Ha, now they have to pay attentions... 
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l mentioned earlier that Steve did an interview of me for an 
assignment he hac in high school. The assianment was to interview 
an “older person for their insights on lite as they hac 
experienced at throughout their many, many years. Ebeve didn’t 
choose me immediately to gerve ag nis old person. He talked about 
interviewing the meighbor lady, who cdiec the week betore his 
assignment wag due, thus leaving Steve without a good candidate, 
Gin the day betore the last day before His assignment was due, 
Steve came to me to bail him out and asked me to “Just answer a 
few questions" so he could complete the assignment. Nob wanting 
to abet his proclivity to procrastinate, I finally reluctantly 
agreed. 


Om the evening betore the assiaqnment was due, Steve lart me a 
list of thirty-one questions, most of which were of the ine-ceptn, 
soul searching variety. To do a gond job, fT estimated IT would 
have to spend about two days working out the responses. [ gat 
down at the computer and worked for G1ix straight hours on answers 
that spanned my lifetime from the first moment IT gharted 
recording memories to my current "old" age of thirty-nine. The 
next day, Steve mentioned that he had taken the interview and 
weitten his summary up in about five minutes between classes. 
Sighee.rk. Anyway, I’ve included that interview among these 
weitings because they inspired the rest of thig writing, and have 
& place among my memories. What follows is an interview of an oid 
PERSON. was 


Lia What is the first thing you remember in your lite? 


My parents had just purchased a brand new refrigerator. At 
the time I was maybe three years old. Dad nad just finisned 
college a year or two before and was just starting his 
career ag a carpenter. There were already four afr us kids in 
the family, and we dicin’t have a lot of money, so the 
refrigerator was a major event. As I vaguely recall, there 
Was a lot of discussion tor several weeks betore we gab it 
about how big it was, the many wonderful things it would da, 
@te,. I didn’t have any idea what A refrigerator was. My 
brother Jim (who was four at the time) pretended that he 
did, and described it in minute detail to me. After it 
arrived, I realized that he didn’t know @ither..«. 
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im their houge. On the day it was delivered, we four kids 
(aged 7,4,3,and 1) had worked ourselves into a total frenzy. 
Finally it was un-crated and wrestled into its place of 
honor in the kitchen and I got my first chance to see this 
thing that Jim had soa eloquently described. As I stood back 
to check this thing out, Dave and Jim (and perhaps, even 1) 
Were PUNMLNG around screaming "REFRIGERATOR, 

REFRIGERATOR... YAH-YAH~YAHH-YAH or some such. 


Why do I remember this weird event? Because of the very 
traumatic, but very predictable thing that happened next. 
Dave and Jim go thundering through the kitchen from the 
left... "REFRIGERATOR, REFRIGERATOR... YAH-YAH-YAHH—-YAH," They 
make a tight hairpin turn in our bedroom and came 
thundering through again... “REFRIGERATOR, 
REFRIGERATOR. «. YAH-VYAH-YAHH-YAH." Dave makes a spectacular 
leap as he flashes past, grabs the handle of this five 
minute old new thing in our household, and continues sailing 
on into the living room...with the now broken handle firmly 
in his grasp. 


Hoo boy. Immediate Geatniy Stillness erupte as we kids 
realize that IT....15....BROKEN. [I’m only three, but I’m 
gutta there like a tlash. My mind has mo ober memories in 
it at the time, so there’s lots of poom for me to think. 
"T'M not to blame...A@ll right, IT°S ALL DAVE’S 
FAULT...YESS-SS, He’s going to catch HELL and I get to just 
watch. Not me, boy...D wasn’t running around, I was back 
here in the bedroom." Stuf? like that. On weli, you nave to 
start remembering somewhere. 


How WAS growing up then diftve@rent than it is today? 


Beate me, I’m mot growing up today. It Seemed safer then. We 
kids could roam the neighborhood with mo thought of being 
abducted, molested or kidnapped. The biggest danger to ws 
kids was other kids. It was a tough nme@eighboarhoad, but we all 
Played and fought within strict limits of right and wrong. 


The worled and it’s problems seemed smaller and far less 
intense. Communications media was so undeveloped. We didn’t 
have instant information like we do today. 


Coming from a big family, what did you think about ali the 
kids around and the me@ew babies as you grew up? 


There is an old Chinese proverb that says "Fish don’t know 
what water is." When you are totally surrounded by kids and 
babies as you grow up, THAT is what growing up is! I simply 
thought nothing of it, if I could hear myself think at all. 


Ae 
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When were you born? 
February 20, L94s 


What is the happiest moment of childhood or teanage years 
YOU Can remembers 


Frobably my early years, fram about three (a few days after 
the refrigerator incident died down) to about eight. It’s a 
pretty neat age when you haven’t had to discover giris yet 
(puberty if many years down the road), you don’t nave any 
real paesgpongibilities, and all you have to do is be a kid, 
think kid thoughts and make kid noises. There doean' bt seem 
to be any distinct moment of Pure Happiness, Just a good 
time in my life. 


What co you remember as the riskiest or most stupid thing 
you ever cid’. 


This must have happened the day after my happiest 
times...Jim and I were ALWAYS doing everything together when 
We were little, Although he wash a year older, we were about 
the same Size (skinny, bratty-sizce 3) and we spent nalf our 
lives getting into things, & quarter of our lives getting 
out of things, and the rest getting caught getting inte 
things. One of the times that we had apparentiy dane 
something especially bad tin the eyes of my mother), I told 
my Mom (after she had just finished spanking Jim and it was 
my turn) that I always tried to be second in line because 
she was all tired out from spanking Jim. DBumb...Pe@ali cdumh. 


Did you like going to school’ 


Not really, I was very, very shy, and was uncomfortable 
around so many other kids. Also, [ spent a lot of my Lite 
thinking about things according to MY rules. Suddenly IT had 
to conform to other peoples rules. THEY didn’t seam ta have 
time to explain to me why you had ta think their way, they 
just demanded that you do it. I STILL have trouble with 
people whe act like that. 


What was high school like then? Similar to nowr What was 
your favorite subject? 


Gi. Again, I’m not in a position to know what High school 
is like now. Back then you had your nerds, your bullies, 
your prima donnas, your jerks and your jocks, and a lot of 
decent, normal people trying to grow up according to the 
rules and demands of our society. 
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What WAS different, [ believe, was the mix of world events 
that propelled our ganeration into a Serious cantrantation 
with the world. President Kennedy, Martin Luther kina, 
placing a man on the moon, Vietnam, Kent State, all these 
things came together to shape our lives and the way we 
demanded sgamething better from our society and our 
government, Fresidant Nixen did nab choose to withdraw cur 
troops from Vietnam, we g him do it. Sadly, just as we 
came into our own abilities to govern oureelves we just 
quit, and turned the worid over to tne Reagana and the Star 
Wares and obscene federal deficits. 


ie. My favorite subject was drafting (architectural 
ceawins?. 


What was it like when you gmat out of Wish school? Did you 
have to make any major changes bo accept college’ 


fil. When IT got out of high school, you were expectad toa 
gtep down off the atage with your diploma and get in line ta 
go fight in Vietnam. [tt was gecary. One way to avoid that 
line for a while was to be a college sbhudent. Reversing a 
personal stand that I nad been taking againat my 
Grandmother‘’s adamant insistence that only college graduates 
Were ceal humans, I decided that college was real important 
to me, and for that reason alone had no real problem 
addusting to college. After all, 1b “Saved my Life”. 


GHie « Although Ll say that I adjusted to college, i 
accepted college. What T found in college was peop! whose 
thinking was even more rigid than those bozos throughout my 
life who just wanted you ta do, not think. Bleahhh. 


What things would you do differently if you started school 
over again? 


I would select my instructors very carefully, booki 
someone who wanted to develop my mind, mot their 


iis 
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What was your first job? Bo you remember how much you made 
then? 


My first "real" (otherwise known as Paying) job was just 
like yours, working in a grocery store as a bagger. Io was 
there when they invented the @xtra-strong paper bag. Gasps 
from the audience. Double bagging was no longer necessary ~ 
except for the crabby old ladies who waited until YO 
completely filled the bags, then demanded that you double or 
triple bag their order. I was in serious competition with 
the managers nephew for the fastest bagger in the western 
hemisphere, God was I good! They were so in awe oF my 
obvious talents that they insisted on paying me minimum 
WAgG@... 8). 25/hour. 


How does buying power rate now as compared to when you were 
in college. 


Well, since T had little or mo money when I was in college, 
and now [ have little or no money after paving bilis, I 
guess it’s about the game. Our renowned economists, besides 
predicting that any minute now we will begin a new 
recession, tell us that buying power if lower now, 


What inspired you to work im the tleld you are presemnmbly in’. 


My mother-in-law. I didn’t have the fogqiest idea what I was 
going to do when I grew up, but according to a lot of people 
I was already grown up. Soa when Mom 5. said that they were 
hiring night workers to sort checks, another computer person 
was created. Sheer and total dumb luck.,.maybe@, if you 
believe in luck. 


Da you like your job mow? What changes would you like to 
nake'? 


Yes. Flush the politicians and get closer to the creative 
side of my trade, 


What are your career goals for the rest of your live, 


1 think I’1l be a cowboy. Nah, horses are dumb, and they re 
hard to house train. At least most of the people IT work with 
are house trained. 


Seriously, I'm eligible to retire in ten years. It will be 
very tempting to loge the above mentioned politicians, set 
up my own computer shop and do same creative development. 
Feople don‘t realize what exciting things you Willi be able 
to do with computers in ten years. 
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What advice would you give to someone entering the job 
market or going to school today. 


It is a VERY competitive market for the high paying jobs 
like computer programmers, analysts, ete. Whatever you can 
do to acquire @xperience in your chosen field AND a college 
degree will only place vou @ven with thousands of others who 
want these jobs. You are going to have to stand out as 
exceptional in your abilities, attitudes, and appearance. AN 
extremely important, and unfortunately extremely rare skill 
you should possess to place you above many others is the 
ability to read and write...and do it well. Take senior high 
school English, college speach and writing courses and 
continue to work on weiting and speaking properly. Tt sounds 
teite, but the most important thing you will be doing in 
your work career is communicate. A majority of that 
communication will be accomplished through speaking and 
weiting. Do it well and you will be highly prized in any 
arganization. 


What do you endoy mostly in your free time’ 


Lately, since I‘ve been so busy with my mew job, I enjoy 
resting and regenerating, and thinking like a kid about the 
universe and refrigerator handles. 


Do you have a big goal or dream of doing something in this 
life you haven't done yet? 


Not really. One of the nice things about the concept of 
reincarnation is that there if plenty of time to do 
everything you ever want to do. If not in this life, than 
perhaps the next. If, on the other hand, it’s all angels or 
pitchforks, I will still have done things the way I should 
have because I've lived a full, interesting Lite without the 
pressure to do it all before | die. 


Would you in your free time rather have privacy or social 
activity? 


Yes. 
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Woo insPiree you most in your lites 


fie. To oam my only source of inspiration. To @xplainms.. I 
spend my entire litetine processing that which I see ana 
experience. From that processing | chase ta be inspired om 
not, ¢o react or not and to perform ar mot. 


To am not easily impressed by the various heroes our world 
garves up to ug. IT know thab they are simply humans wha 
reactecl in & Special way, & way thab gsocieby thinks is 


admirable, and thus they are selected as heroes. The kind of 
Person who LMPresses me 18 someone whoa can take their mind 


and their body to its known limite and push them beyond, 
just to find out what is at that new lamit. 


When cic you get married? 


Your Mom and i were still completing puberty when we gat 
farried om April 21, L967... yikes, cur anniversary is next 
Week . 


What WAS Special about your relationghip with Linda?’ How did 
you feel after you were married. 


We did the entire high school romance thing, going steady, 
getting serious, loging track of anything @is8e in our 
universe, and deciding that we were thoroughly, completely 
in love so naturally we Should get married and cantinue the 
relationship. Atter the marriage ceremony, we Spent tne next 
twenty years learning what love realiy is. IT think we ii 
have it figured out in another twenty...agr thirty. 


Are you glad you gob married? 


Yeo, for a number of reasons, but high on my ligt is the 
chance to share a part of my lite experiences with you anc 
your gieter. [’m especially glad that your Mom and -~ lived 
through having you kids so young. It’s fun mot being an old 
fart with kids that are almost fully grown, 


What cid you like best about how your Parente raised you's 


Growing up in a home filled with love, Security and enough 
freedam to make mistakes while we were learning about lite. 
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Degeribe the houses you have lived in. 


The +firesb house I ever knew was a tiny three bedroom hame 
im Fark Lake. That's where I did all my little kid growing. 
I’m still having some problems adjusting ta the treeway they 
ran theough there. My entire childhood enviranment is now 
under Six inches of concrete. 


We moved to the farm on Center Road just in time for me tea 
turn into a teenager. Db was a wonderful place to grow up 
With enough space for eight kids, two or three foster bide, 
dogs, chickens and pigs. IT moved out of that home when I got 
Mareied. The first few months of our married lite were spent 
in a cramped apartment over an X-rated book Store and right 
next to an air raid siren im downtown Lansing. I’ve always 
believed in looking at life trom both sides. 


Next, we moved into a duplex apartment on Leaslia Steeet 
where we paised Debbie and you (for a few months). Then an 
to a house on Foster that was a lot like the other one 
except that it had a family of indestructible fleas in the 
basement. These placed were bath in Lansing. 


We built our first house in Dimeancdale on Seney Drive where, 
I Suspect, you had YOUR first memory. Finally, we built the 
house we live in now in 1Y?é, 


What do you like most about your Mom? About your Dad’ 


That they chose to put up with me and share their life with 
me as one of their sons. I've always liked my Mom's anergy 
and her sense of independence. It was a very suotle thing 
with my Dad, but he gave us all a sense of rock—sure 
stability, a secure knowledge that our family would always 
be there as we grew. 


What da you expect will happen when you die? 


As you know, this has always been am area af great interest 
to me. I’ve done a great deal of reading on this subject and 
I ENOW what will happen. There is a large amount of 
scientific evidence that holds that when you die, your 
sphincter muscle relaxes and you make embarrassing noises. 
Well, if I die in public and make a bunch of noises, IT’°1l 
just die! 


Where did you adopt this philosophy from? 


The National Enquirer 
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Have you ever been perplexed by the fact that we mumans know 
sO little? Is there anything special you would like an 
answer to if you could have an answer right mow. 


Qi. To the contrary, we humans know so very, very much. Ne 
Single human could possibly know everything available to the 
human race. What is perplexing, no, make that irritating, is 
that 50 many people don’t try to know any more than what is 
in front of them. And @ven worse, there are religions and 
societies that demand of their subjects that they remain 
ignorant or mis~informed, and that includes our own 
government. No, make that damnecl irritating. 


Q2. What is the name of the duck that gave Groucho the 
answers on the Groucho Marx Show? 


Do you think that after death we may have all the answers’? 
No, if that were true, there would be no reason for life. 
Life in its many wondrous forms and dimensions is very 
Simply our way of seeking out the answers. It may be more 
likely that with "death" we have access to all the 
questions. 


Are you happy with your life so fary 


Very! 
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Some of you who read this may have a problem with the concept of 
someone sending messages from their grave. Harey Houdini was 
Virtually obsessed with the idea and made a bunch of silly 
promises that he would contact someone after he died, They are 
still waiting by the phone. That he has not as yet checked in is 
a major relief to all the various vice popes of all the various 
religions throughout our life plane. After all, think what a 
Simple “phone call" from Harry would do to their one and anly 
answer to the mysteries of death and salvation. 


Anyway, most paaple work way too hard at this communication from 
the grave thing. There are two very simple ways to accomplish 
this; one of which you are staring at (although same of you may 
have to wait around until I die to fully understand the concept), 
the other is dreaming. 


I’ve had many wonderful communications with people who are 
currently dead threoaugh my dreams. My Dad helped me come to berms 
with his death through dream visits. My Grandparents thoroughly 
enjoy the artistic and humorous creativity they can employ as 
they "meet" me in the weirdest (and most wonderful) dream events. 
Gur gociety holds that dreams are classified as unknown territory 
Or paranagrmal, and thus not to be eambraced by Catholics, 
Bucidiste. Methodists, atheists or Scientists Chmmm.... To wander 
why they didn’t call themselves Catholists). The cammoan theme is 
that dreams can’t be trusted. The irony of it all will probably 
be pevealed after you dust yoursel? aff from the death act and 
realize (as Shakespeare made partectiy cl@ar) that life is/was 
just another form of dreaming. 


Dkay, Okay, Rich has once again un-equivocally proven to the 
world that he can compose a long and rambling inteoduction toa 
this particular issue. To quote my san fram way back in his 
formative years "Yes or no, Connie, Just yes or no.” (1 just sat 
here thinking about getting to the point and decided not to. If 
you want to get to the point, go write your own memories. To warn 
you, however that, if you do, and you try to stick to the PONE, 
your memories will be gticky, pointed, briet and probably boring. 
You should see some of the stuff I've erased!). Naw where am 

l.w.e ahh yes, avoiding the point. 


I have a picture in my mind that somehow these writings Surv a vec 
for hundreds of years; that my great-great-great grand 
son/daughter is sitting here reading this and maybe learning 
some@thing about me and the way I experienced this world. Weil, to 
them, I would be communicating from my grave ~ the beautiful 
shores of lake Michigan. Thus the title....5 
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SO, just what does one say from the grave PPT? 


Us Would you please step back, you're standing on my chest! 

Se Oooooanhhhhhnhh Arrghhhhhh Boohoooheshahhahhaaaaa imost 
effective when used after midnight} 

cL i’m glad you came by, things have been pretty dead around 
here. 

4. Chill out, Nome boy. Talking ta a stiff has you wired pretty 


tight. Back off, Jack, or you'll max out your tuner. (This 
is a sample of how your great-great grand father/funcle might 
talk to his friends today). 


So enough silly gtut?, what ~T really want to say iss 
Le Absolutely top of the Llist...».., L love you. If there's anyone 
out there who migged that meseacge while [ was bumbling theoaugh 


life and mot making mysel+ cliearly understood, I love you. 


All that is is love, and all we are here for is ta find 
ourselves. You are love. ~T am love. I love you. 


Anything short of that just confuses the issue. 
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lL am still astonished at how bitterly angry I was with my father 
for dying when he did. We had, over his last few years of lite, 
developed a strain in our relationship that seeamecd to be growing 
Worse as time passed. We could not communicate. Every time we 
came together, we tried, but only seemed to make matters worse. 


I love you. Such a simple thing to say. Yet I would part company 
with him, mentally exhausted at not being to tell him what was so 
very obvious. When he died, my first reaction was a stupefying 
rage that he could leave such an important issue unresolved 
between us. I now know that it is not the statement of a 
condition that endures, but the act. I am at peace with my 
father’s love for me, and mine for him. 


I am, however, very much my father’s son. My nature is vary much 

like his. —f know that I do not openly communicate my feelings to 

those I Love. To whomever may be reading this, i wisn to make ane 
thing very clear..... I love you. Pass it on. Sometimes there can 
be moO PASShacks. 
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POETRY 

I've always held the belief that poetry is the most difficult, and yet 
the most rewarding form used ta communicate the human condition. Toa 
Place a thought on paper through poetry requiras a tremendous amount 
of sifting and searching for the right expression, conveying the right 
collection of emotions and just the right amount of emphasis. 
Sometimes you weave something special into a phrase, knowing that aniy 
you will ever know exactly what it really means, yet hoping that 
someone who reads it some day will discover your teue meaning. It’s 
like painting with three dimensional colors. Soa much of your ertort 
ands up being a draft that others will ne@ver see, and mich of it aven 
you will forget. Many, many times, you tear a santence dawn and 
re~buiid it until it works the way you always intended. Fo@etry is a 
labor of love, and, since Love is Al] That Is...0.. it 15 a way of 
Searching. 
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About ten years ago, Lansing ’s Board of Water and Light built three 
N@w smokestacks for their electric generating plant. At first, 1 
didn’t think much of it, but later came to realize that their only 
function was to move the poisonous gasses the plant generated higher 
into the atmosphere so that no one in the immediate neighborhood would 
complain. Many of the city’s prominent citizens were very proud of 
these stacks. They even gave them cute names. AS occurs so often in my 
life, I didn’t share their point of view.... 


WINKIN, BLINKIN and NOD 


The latest trick 

from the Board of Fower, 
is to take a cue 

trom Babel‘s tower. 


Don't clean up Lansing ’s 

NOxXxLOUS Pyre, 

just spew those gasses higher, higher! 
Don't worry where 

it finally lands, 

they’1ll clean it up 

with federal grants..sans 


-~ Burma Shame -- 
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The following poem came to me over angut fitteen years or my 
first half was written before I had children, 


January £5, 


the second 


lite. The 
weibben 


much later, long after my wife and children had pulled most of the 


burrs out of my Fur. eso 
BAH, HUMBUG 


As Christmas comes 

and Christmas goes, 

Il far preter the latter. 

The tinsel makes me so depressed, 

the food just makes me fatter. 

The vendors hawk their wares with lust, 
"Come buy from us." they say. 

The bankers (whom we love and trust) 
Say "It's for Jesus’ birthday!" 


The TVs start in mid July 

their brainless washings to apply, 
that by the time October's through 
we all know just what we must dos 
'“Johnry wants a pair of skates, 
and Suzy wants a doliy.", 

now means a ten-speed skateboard, 
and Ken's friend Hotstuff Holly. 
Bobbie gets a S.W.A.T. kit 

with real-life blood and gore. 

And Freddie better get his bike, 
or else you'll know the score. 

And on and on, and more and more... 


The glaring shoppers cram the stores 
and we can plainly see, 

the loving message in their eyes 

is "FEACE ON YOU —- GOOD WILL. TOWARD ME". 


And on that most religious day, 
the churches swell with pious pride, 
{I showed up for his birthday, 
s0 now the lord is on my side! 


(continued on following page) 
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HUMBUG, BAH (continued from previous ace} 


And yet the season never fails 

to somehow soothe my tattered psyche. 
Small clouds of love engulf me 

on snowy, moonlit silent nights. 


My grumbling hate is disemboweled, 
my Pointed rage deflated, 
and in that instant, just for me, 
the worldly woes abated. 


I view the possibility 

of lite as Jesus said, 

of loving one another, 

Of peace on earth, instead 

of rpacial hatred, bigotry, 
warring nations, needless death. 


The option’s there, we've yet to take it. 
The day will come I vow, 

And this the thought that pulls me through: 
Ferhaps the time i6 now. 

Man Cand woman) lives to love, 

there is no other reason. 

Anc maybe that will be the way, 

this coming Christmas season. 
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To many, the human @xperience is a process of being caught up in 
Proving the one single most absolute view of the way everything is (Cor 
should be). Many, many people go through their entire life frustrated 
beyveand beliet that most of the rest of humanity cannot see the truth 
as they so clearly do. Most peopie do relatively little damage ta 
athers with their minds all trussed up like that. Some do tremendous 
harm. Sometimes it is nealthy ta take a gtep back and examine the 
basis for truths..cass 


I FIRMLY BELIEVE 

Maybe our world i8 ions and atoms, 

maybe it’s fear of the lord. ‘ 
Fernaps it is fission, maybe it’s fusion, 
ofr possibiy plowshares and swords. 


Give enough monkeys 

primordial gilime 

a pile of clay and a snake. 

They’ li turn out an Adam, an Eve and & crime, 
then go back to the trees 

(to discuss their mistake +!) 


There's Noam and rains, 
bicameral brains, 

Moses departed, 

anc DNA chains. 


There's cardinal numbers, 

and mumbers of cardinals. 
There's E=MC squared. 

Our Fathers, hail Marys 

from sisters and brothers, 

with X and ¥Y chromosomes paired. 


Marcy sans Joseph, 

test tube and dish, 

to my perception 

are both clean conceptions. 


Black hole or mustard seed, 

quasar or trinity, 

atomic or requiem mass. 

Atheism, catechism, 

Darwin or Graham. 

(I am what IT am what > am what I am 


Scientist, physicist, 
Cheistians or Jews, 

All bear the stamp 

of the dogma we choose. 


Amen = so be if 
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When one Lives among the @xciting world of ideas and great forms of 
thinking (as performed exclusively by the most wondrous of all living 
things ~- the human), there is a tendency to get relatively biased 
about the human mind and how the sun revolves around it...s 


IN CONTEMPLATION OF CONTEMPLATION 


Consider the aardvark for a@ moament...« 
To the best of my knowledge, 

he does not sit and consider me. 

And thus, 

in a way yet unknown to me, 

he may be happier. 
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It's sad that most people dry up and become so very structured in 


their thinking and actions as they move through 
very keen attention to our children and remember 
really live on this beautiful @arthe sen wn 


DEATH OF A BUTTERFLY 


Io got this advice from a bubterfly 

who swooped by ta thank me 

far producing a wonderful son. 

[ (being a responsible and normal adult), 
had to answer without moving my lips, 
said, "Don’t thank me, 

thank my son, for the product is all his! 
But know the pride ana love I teal 

for having known him. ” 


We were walking on the beach 
in the early afternoon 

when we came upon a bubtertly 
dying at the water's edge. 
Walk on, my gon, thought T, 
Too soo0n you will learn 

the overwhelming futility 

of battling every death 

im your universe. 


Yet he stopped, as I knew he would, 
and, through the innocent loving care 
of the un-initiated, soon the butterfly 
was riding proudly on the finger 

of my son, the “deadliest beast", 
talking happily, wordlessily about 

the joys of creaturenood. 


They spoke exuberantly of many things. 

They Spoke gecretily of many others. 

Ferhaps they spoke of...» Not toa late 

for them to remember the power af life and love, 


Too soon it seemed the butterfly 
had dried and flew aff to continue 
its butterfly life. 

As it dipped and fiuttered 

over the cunes, there came ta us 

a tamporary emptiness 

ag we all turned back 

to the business of being humar. 


Yet now my son was walking taller, 
and I with him. 
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The Sense Of Power a yOoUNc Person derives tram diegent is heady stutd. 
Every generation vows that theirs will be the one to clean up the 
errors of the past, theirs will be the one to do tnimas the way they 
so clearly should be done. Invariably that energy of anger dissipates 
as we take our burn at being responsible for cur lives. What happens? 


We were the children of the fifties. 
We greaw and were nurtured aon the cold, 
Gein, BVErwPpresent SLlckness 

of atomic wartoys. 


The people who would gavern 

and care for us 

provided Korea, Bay af Figs, Vietnam, 
go that we would mot forget 

the importance of war. 


The day we left cur childhood 

they told us 

You are the new generation, 

we place the fate of the worid 

im your hands. 

Make of it what you will,...0ut first... 
you must fight for the honor, valor 
and glory af your country 

in Vietnam. 

While you are there 

we shall build ancd care for 

your atomic wartoys., 

Ask not what your country does, 

but what must you do for your country. " 
MUTT Yy y 

far too many went 

and never returned. 

Where nave all the flowers gone,’ 


MANY « 

far too many went 

and returned, mever to return. 
Long time passing. 


Finally it became too much 
and we told them 

Come home, enough. 

Arc we were adults. 


And we would build and care for 
our muclear wartays, 
and raise the children of the seventies... 


The Book of The Living -- Print Dates January 25, 199 


U Where have all the flowers sone? 
Lone time ago. 
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I often feel like the odd man out in this day and age. The acceptable 
average male is Sxpected to act the part of the hairy chest thumper 
with his spear always within arms reach. Even after we passed through 
the Seventies with its massive dose of new-man feminism, the 
sterentype of man the aggressor held firm. We were at once expected to 
be able to emote at the drop of a guard, yeb come battling oub of cur 
wimp cogtumes in full Rambo armor if anyone got wind of them damn 
cammies. Hollywood made a ton of money on the rampant confusion these 
canflicting requirements imposed on us all (men and women alike). As 
the eighties draw to a close, much of society appears to be relieved 
that we are restored in the embrace of warrior-like thinking. I am 
SACHEM. awe 


SILOS AND SUBS 
Io carey within m@ a silent gearing agony, 

a@ bristling hatred and mumbing feusgtratbian 

that the fates of our children are dictated 

by the cold efficient death 

waiting Like embeyos in our silos amd subs 

and murturecd by the minds of cgur soldiers and statesmen. 


Our statesmen whoa deny the existence of the aged, 
ENG GLilck and tne poor 
that they may Guild more silos anc subs. 


Our 1108 and subs that lie waiting....WALEINg. a. s 


But we can omly be safe, they cry, 
if we Nave oO Many guns 

that even a fool 

would care nob use them. 

And when ig that, If wander, 

and what if a fool dared? 


Qur chiicdren dream the dreams af children. 
Our leaders dream the dreams of the strongiy derended. 


Father forgive them for they know what they are doing. 


While confronted with a Sense of frustration at the mess we Aumans 
have made of our own mest, I am also comforted that many, many people 
falbeit seemingly aA minority?) want and work toward a Safer, Saner 
existence. The following is a quote I Lifted out of the book 
WAMPETERS, FOMA AND GRANFALLOOGNS which was written by Burt Vonnegut 

Ry oe 


"Kids don’t learn nice manners in hign school anymore. If they 
mat @& person who was in favor of building a device which would 
cripple and finally kill all children everywhere, they wouldn't 
smile. They would bristle with hatred, which is rude." 


Page; 30 
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1989 turned out to be an absolutely astonishing year. It was ag if we 
(The human animal) suddenly realized that there was samething we 
intended to do during the eiaqhties, and, only at the 1 moment Cbhe 
Nichol’s syndrome YS), all over this beleagu@red planet, whole 
societies: threw aside their various governments and oak up the cauce 
of humanistic treatment and democracy. We here in the United States 
were caught off guard. Time after time, Senator Bigpoop, Diplomat 
Largedooadooa, or Second-most-highly~exalted Assistant Secretary of 
Whatever Majormovement would be agked for hig most valued assessment 
of the remarkable events that were unfolding. The good ¢ Bae. 
whomever would give us his best profile, look out at us with 
unquestioning canfidence (makes you want to senc money...) and tate 
im god-like tones that "We must not take this too seriously. The WALL 


‘ 


will stand for another ten years....". 


I had every reason to be exuberant as Christmas approached that year. 
The world was lurching toward MY way of thinking with almost NO 
¥Yiolence occurring in country after country. And IT WAS happy... about 
that. Bub at the same time, I was deapiy concerned (Cand IT still am) 
about the condition of our own government and society. Several years 
before, then Fresident Reagan had declared in his best Hollywood aetyl@ 
that the poor and homeless in our country didn’t exist. DIDN’T 
EXIST... @ven as they Sleep on storm grat Within siaht of the White 
Houge. Later he stated that, OF, maybe they existed, but it was their 
own fault for their candition. It was not one of the saddest moments 
in HY life when Ronnie left office. He was, of course, replaced by his 
trusty but “Out-of-the-loop" companion George Bush, who used the 
thousand dollar FR-generated word bite "Thousand points of Light" to 
help move himself inte the presidency. 


pea th 


By Christmas, 1989, George had been doing his good magic in office for 
almost a year. It became clear that his ‘points of light” only had to 
burn breightly until after he was elected... 


(continued on me@xtb pase: 
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CHRISTMAS, 1989 - SOMETHING’S NOT RIGHT 


I°LL WORE FOR FOOD - a cardboard sign 

held an his freezing fingers as we pass Nim hy 
atancding at the road side, 

his cignity and pride stripped away 

by the unrelenting laws of survival. 


yee without hope, something Ss mab right... 

O grant us the courage and sbrength tea fight 
this terrible failing that keeps us fram seeing 
Our homeless brothers and sisters 

"S thougancd points of light." 


A ragged cardboard bed lines the ditch. 

His nome until someone complains. 

What are his thoughts, Nis dreams, Nis passione? 
How did he get Nere? How can he get away’ 


A scam, a player? We cannot trust. 

If we give of cgurselves, they’ li cheat us and laugh. 
Mur ieaders tell us that they con’ b @xist. 

Il saw him, ~T READ HIS SiN. 

We cey for the unfortunate in the warmth of our beds, 
And pass by as they do their best to Live. 


Eves without hope, sametning’s not right... 

O grant us the courage and strength toa fight 
this terrible failing that keepa us fram seeing 
our homeless brothers and sisters 

"S thougsanc points of light.” 


Faqe: G2 


19PR 


m 
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Years flash by in the blink of & page. It is now IS92 and my son Steve 
has just given me a poem that he wrote. I am deeply touched by what he 
Writes and even more touched oy what he has done. IL offer thar pogm 
here because of the obvious commection to the one I wrote betore it. 
There is a lesson here that we all need toa take very serinmusly. os 
Feople can be deaply concerned about the condition of the world and do 
nothing about it. Or they can ignore the conventional wisdam and make 
the world a better place for us all with their actions. But perhaps, 
just perhaps the poem I wrote in 1989 in some way helped Steve and 
Renee in their decision to stop and give comfort to another "point of 
Lares 2 


I’LL WORK FOR FOOD by Steven Nichols 


"Tl work for food," said the old and tired man- 
by way of his tattered sign 


As the people drove by in great numbers 

Most ignored this man as they are trained ta 
He is a symbol of our inequality, 

Of the failing of our sacred system 


Yes all are created equal, but some will ga on to starve 
and freeze in our streets. 


The people look away quickly, as if they might be scarred 
by his lack of fortune 


But, as we drove by, my girlfriend looked into his eyes 
Nearly bringing tears to hers 

And together we decided ta help him: 

Not to remove him from his poverty, ag only time can deo 
But from hunger, if only tor a few hours 


and we gave him a small token that we often take for granted— 
A meal. 


We've never glept under a bridge, struggling to keep warm in a 
cardboard bax 


Or went for days without food, feeling hunger cut inta cur side 


Sonmenow, We Were gparecd fram this sufferings 
And we may use this to help others 


(continued mext page) 


ana 


Pace, S.3 
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IT know that there are millions whom 7 cannot touch 

Many are dying as I write 

It kills m@ in a way, to see them, sa I do what I can 

We know, however, that we CAN change the world, if anly slowly- 


You s@e, that day in a small city like many others, 
Somebody's starving Grandpa ate a meal he never planned on gettina. 


We can give hore! 


(Flease allow a little tatherly pride to take over here. From this 


poem, and so many other things I have received from my som over the 
years, I am assured that Lin and I have been successful beyond our 
Wildest dreams in our role as parents of caring loving children. 


Steve, you DO give us hope!) 


Fage: 4 
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THE BIRD 

I went to a& buginess retreat the other day. When I arrived ~ wae 
completely trussed up in a mental Gordian miasma of business problems, 
atress, frustration, overwork, @t. al. Im short, 1 was your typical 
1980's business person who had totally lost contact with living for 
the joy of living. We arrived, chatted in proper buginegs-like 
languages, assumed various business postures, assured ourselves that 
Our business pecking orders were all intact, traded Susiness woes, 
etc., then sat down and absorbed four hours of business related talks, 
presentations and the like. In that four nours I added five of six 
mare knots to my current state of mind and told myseil?t that it was 
good to get away from the Office. aan 


At the lunch break, we a@ll poured out of the classroom and out the 
door toward the cafeteria building same distance away. Ten or twenty 
people had already gone out the doar when someone hy chance looked 
down anc noticed a tiny, yellow-headed sparrow standing right in frant 
of the door, watching in bird-like confusion and wondering what he 

had done to deserve being whacked soundly on the head by a building 
right in the middle of one of his more spectacular mating swoops, 
then, while little birdie-stars and birdia-lines were still sparking 
out of the side of his head where the feathers were all mussed up, 
giants started pouring out of the attack~-building and tried their best 
to turn him into a spot on the side@walk. (aha!!! gexigt writing!!! he, 
him, @tec.... NOFE, everyone knows that in the spring, only the male of 
the Species runs into buildings while performing wondrous stunts to 
prove to all the females who MUST be watching that here is a most 
studly example of malehood. This fact of nature applies equally ta 
birds, humans, @tc.). 


Anyway, by the time I got to the door, s@veral people were etanding 
there, telling others to watch their step and exchanging the usual 
dumb theories about how you can’t touch wild animale or their Mom 
won’: feed them, @ete. I figured that this bird had two choices, tre 
first was to be "touched" by someone's size mine shoe... , or TI would 
reach down and scare him off to a sater spot. When I put my finger 
down in front of him...». he climbed on... and stared at me like I was 
the weirdest tree he had ever seen. I walked aver to a bush and he 
jumped down, shook the last of the birdie-stara off and tlew away. 


In that moment when he jumpecd on my finger, I was transformed. 
EVERYTHING fell away. The world consisted of one eight hundred 
thousand bird<ton human staring in wonder at a half human~ounce 

bird. For the rest of the day I kept thinking about how totally 
unimportant some man-made problems can be in the total scheme of 
existence, and how totally important a simple act of caring can be to 
Our sense of well being. 


There is no poem here, you had ta be there. 


Fage: 35 
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THE LITTLE BIRDIE SONG 
As | was re-reading the stary about the bird, some ancient memory 
cells kicked in and offered up a part of a poem/song that Jim made up 
When He was argaund five or Sixes 


"Little Birdie in the tree, 
Little Birdie ... something, something Cr? sing to mea =? 


Over and over and over he sang for what seemed like two or three days. 
HE just maturally assumed that everyone else wanted to héar it over 
and OVER and OVER...... I can envision Mom or Dad saying something 
likes "What a wonderful song, Jimmy. Why don’t you go find Ricky and 


qo way out in the back yard and teach 16 to Mimaseon ¥ 


Bits and pieces, randomly experienced, yet somehow mysteriously 
interwoven make up a life. 


Page: Se 
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This next poem is not one of the world classics, yet I’om sure that it 
Will speak directly to many in the Nichols ancestry. I @xpect to reac 
in the paper any day now that some study has found a gene in the 
Nichols’ pool which causes a strong propensity toward putting things 
off to the last moment. 


TOMORROW 


Foop and damn, I nope it rains. 

My head and gut are filled with pains. 
It seems that people fret and chew 

On things that they dan’t want to do. 


I feel so cold, I feel so hot, 

it‘s time for that? I clean forgot! 
On this subject I can relate 

to now people procrastinate. 


This makes me rant and rave and foment. 
l’ll get to the point in just a moment. 
Futting things off just causes sorrow. 

I think [°11 finish this poem a 
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QUOTES 


All that follows is not my writing. Rather, it if the writing of 
others that have led me through this lite; those small pnrases 
that make me pause in my reading and realize that this is haw I 
feeloor THIS is how I want to live my Life.aas 


On whether American military women should ne allowed to fight in 
combat positions: 


"In the end this must be said: Any war that isn’t worth a 
woman's life isn’t worth a man’s life." 
~ Ellen Goodman, Loo 


On respecting Life; on loving humanity and this earths 


‘Every part of this country is sacred to my people.... The 
very dust responds more lovingly to our footsteps than to 
yours, because it is the ashes of our ancestors. ... There 
was a time when our people covered the land as the waves of 
a wind-ruffled sea cover its shell-paved floor. But that 
bime long since passed away with the greatness of tribes 
that are now but a mournful memory.... And when the last Red 
Man shall have perished from this earth and the memary of my 
tribe shall have become a myth among the White Men, these 
shores will swarm with the invisible dead of my tribe.... 
And when your children’s children think themselves alone in 
the field, the store, the shop, on the highway, or in the 
silence of the pathless woods, they will mot be alon@..s. AL 
night when the streets of your cibies and villages are 
silent and you think them deserted, they will thrang with 
the returning hosts that ance filled and still love this 
beautiful land.... The White Man will never be alone.... Let 
him be just and deal kindly with my people, for the dead are 
not powerless.... Gur dead never forget the beautiful world 
that gave them being.... Dead, did I say? There is no death, 
only a changing of worlds.” 
~ Chiet Seattle, Lose 
Treaty of Medicine Creek 
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On Our future generations: 


‘TR Gur way of Life, in Gur government, with every decision 
We Make, we always keep im mind the Seventh Generation toa 
came, Dt’s our job to see that the peaple coming anead, the 
generations still unborn, have a world mo worse than ours - 
and hopefully better. When we walk upon Mother Earth we 
always plant our feet carefully because we know the faces of 
OUP future generations are looking up at us from beneath the 
ground. We never forget them. " 
~ Orel Lyon, iv9iu 
Faithkeeper of the Onandaga 
Nation 


"Think not forever of yourselves, O Chiefs, 

nor of your Gown generation. 

Think of continuing generations of cur families, 

think of our grandchildren 

and of those yet unborn, 

whose faces are coming fram 

beneath the ground. " 

~ The Peacemaker, rounder oF 

the Trisuois Contecderacy, 
cieca 1o00 aA.f. 


cx esr 
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On reunnings 


"Fhysiologically, the WALL OF PAIN heralded the depletion of 
stored glycogen in my muscles. With its carbohydrate supply 
at zero, my body had either to shut down completely or 
switch to protein fuel. At 200 yards, I was burning a tuna 
sandwich I had digested last month. At 400 yards, I began 


tetaboalizing my underpants, " 
—- Richard Liebmann, L979 


On moabives and competiticans 


“Never attribute to malice that which can be adequately 


explained by stupicity. " 
~ Hanlon’s Razor 


Qn mucilear arms: 


“Jee But there is no getbhing away feom the fact that from 
NOW ONWard Gur Species Lives on borrowed time. I[t carries a 
time bomb tied around ite neck. We shall nave to listen to 
the sound of its ticking, now louder, now softer, mow louder 
again, for decades and centuries to come, until it either 
bIlOWS UB Up OF we succeed in de-fusing it." 

-~ arthur Koestier, lesa 


Fage: 38 
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On self-importance: 


“Lord, please break the laws of the physical universe for my 
convenience. Amen" 
~ Emo Phillips, 1988 


On maintaining a too-important self images: 


"Constipation, 0 Constipation, 
The goyful sound proclaim, 
Til man’s remotest antreail 
Shall praise it’s makers name," 
~ Mark Twain 
Letters from the Earth 


On shooting your foot while it’s in your mouths 


"No sane person in this country likes the war in Vietnam, 
and neither does Fresident Johngon...." 
~ Hubert HH. Humphrey, LY7e 
(then Vice Fresident? 


On the political process: 


Someone told me that when I failed to register, I ceased ta 
be a significant person ta Richard Nixon and George 
McGovern, which makes the three of us (ahh, democracy) 


even!" 
~ Craig Vetter, i972 


On lavangs 


"Southern Florida is filled with people sixty-signt years 
Old who were going to do something big in their lives but 
Waited until it was sate. Now it’s safe and they are 
sixty~reight years old." 
~ Edward Abbey 
Dessert Solitaire 


On pollutions 


This broad channel, this brown water, is the aorta of a 
continent, the very rush of Continental blood, silt like 
cells and water like plasma. Amd if @ Sickness is in it, 
then sickness is in us all.” 
~ Richard Rhodes 
The Mississippi 


Fage: 39 
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On the "“unciviliged’ animals 


‘They do not asweat and whinge about their condition, they da 
not Lie in the dark and weep for th@ir sinse..." 
~ Edward Abbey 
Dessert Solitaire 


On the vanity of mankind: 


"Te there intelligent life on other worlds? Agk rather, is 
there intelligent life on Earth s® 
~ Kurt VYonmegqut 
Breaktast of Champions 


On politiess 


“The surface of West Virginia, with its coal and trees and 
topsoil gone, was rearranging what was left of itself in 
conformity with the laws of agravity. It was collapsing inte 
ali the holes that had been dug into it. It’s mountains, 
which once found it @asy to stand by themselves, were 
Sliding into valleys now. 


The demolition of West Virginia had taken place with the 
appraval of the executive, legislative amd judicial branches 
of the State government, which drew bheir power from the 
peopie, ” 
—~ Kupt Veoequt 
Breakfast of Chane ion 


On what abtracts one persan to another. ..ar note 


"Search mei", she said. 
It was an unappetizing invitation. 
- Kurt Vonnegut 
God Bless You, Mr. FRosewaber 


On man vs/ machine for manmis 


“Mature relationships, even with machines, doa mot titillate 
the uncwashed majority." 
~ Kut Vonmeqad 
Wampetbers, Foma and 
Geantalloons 


On black humors 


"The only way to get a belly laugh, I’ve found, is to 
undermine a Surface joke with more unhapeiness than most 
mortals can bear." 
~ Eureb Veornmegut 
Wampeters, Foma anc 
Grantaliaans 


Fagm:i 40 
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& Qin Viebmams 


‘Vat there be deathly gilence as our armada sails home," 
~ Kurt Vannegut 
Wamnpeters, Forma and 
Grantallooans 


On Kent Obabes 


"There is a lesson for all of ug in machine guns and tankss 
WORK WITHIN THE SYSTEM. " 
~ Kuet Yorrecus 
Wamnpetbears, Fama and 
Geantal loans 


On social (and political?) etiquette: 


“hide don’t learn nice manner in high school anymore. ITF 
they met a person whe was in favor of building & devine 
which would cripple and finally kill ali children 
averywhere, they wouldn't smile. They would bristle with 
hateed, which if rude. 
- Kurt Vonnagut 
Wanpebercs, Foma and 
Grantai loons 


UU On prayers 


“Te Sus ig it true what they say? That GOD answers all 
4 9 # 
i aay ree? 


te 


"Yeo, but sometimes The ANSWwer 18 MO. 
om WEG ES ele 


On Ilsrael/Uganda hijackings 


"oa ee But it is the fate of this nation that every joy and 
ia 


delight be mixed with Pain and mourning. 
~ Mordechai Fairean 


Qn running: 


‘Each of us has a mission of truth. What my eye sees of 
reality is seen by na other eyes. We are irreplaceable: w 
are necessary. When I run, I am certain of that. It is al 
there, my body doing what it does best. The mind like a 
kaleidoscope has many new and @xciting patterns. And my soul 
is utterly lost in the present.” 

~ De tec a 


i 


L 
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Qin technology and maturity: 


"The anly aspect of man’s life which has actually changed 
over the miliennia is the technological one, which has 
developed enormously: we are now able to exterminate our 
fellow men ~- or persuade them to accept our way of thinking 
~ with hideous weapons very different from the axes, spears 
and clubs of yesterday. Even as you read this, peaple are 
being killed all over the world and others are being allowed 
to die of hunger in spite of all our prosperity; on top of 
which, we seam to be incapable of looking after the air we 
breath, the food we eat, and the water we drink." 
- M. H. J. Th. Van DerVeer 
and PF. Moerman 
Hidden Worlds 


(NOTE: The above hasn't changed much in the last fifteen 
years since I first read it. RK. Na, 1990) 


On writings 


"T¢ the desire to write is mot accompanied by actual 
writing, then the desire is not to write." 
~ Hugh Fratner 
Notes to myselr 


On solitude and self—-perceptions 


"Solitude is nearly a misnomer. To me being alone means 
togetherness - the recoming-together of me and nature, of me 
and being; the reuniting of me with all. For me, solitude 
especially means putting the parts of me back together - the 
unifying of myself whereby I can see once again that the 
little things are little and the big things are big." 

~ Hugh Frather 

Notes to mysel+ 


On boredom: 


IT am noticing that when I am bored I think that IT am tired 
of my surroundings but I am really tired of my thoughts. [4% 
is trite, repetitious unobserved thinking that is producing 
the discontent. Adapting a gGquiet awareness, a kind of 

listening attitude usually freshens my mind and brings the 


situation I am in back to life." 
~ Hugh Frathner 
Notes to mysel? 


Fagq@e: 62 
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U Qn my Place tand my role) in the universes 


All af creation is sacred and alive, each part connected ta 
each other part, and each communicating in & creative 
cooperative cammerce im which the smallest and largest are 
equally involved. “ 
~ Jane Roberts 
Feychic Folitics 


On spiritual lites 


I, Wanagi, tell you something. Try ta hear. One 
CONSCIOUSNESS, one inseparable, indivisible conscicusness. 
One self, one eternal self: You, your soul, the oneness of 
the whole. 


One force, the creative force. One power, the reasoning 
power, One sacredness: TRUTH. 


Recognize the spiritual path upon which you move level to 
next high level, a spiritual path upon which you evolve 
toward the wholeness of the one. You live on one earth with 
many, many planes. The same indivisibles - the absolutes - 
extend onto each plane, but you encounter more spiritual 
infusion at each level. 


© Recognize your true parents: the SUN and EARTH. Demand your 
true heritage: to inherit the whole. 


I, Wanagi know. I return to the source, to the birthplace of 
COnNSscilousness. 
~ Ruth Beebe Hill 


Hanta Yo 


Fades: 6.3 
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TARZANISH JUNGLE LANGUAGE 


After years of grueling research, yet another unknown has fallen 
to the prying eyes of analysis. Those of you who follow the 
aciventures of Tarzan know that he does a lot of sereaming and 
jungle calls. Those utterances falling outside the cantines of 
proper English have mow been isolated anc are explained heres 


AHHEEeee AHHEEeee AHHEEeee AHHHH-UHHHHAhh 


This, of course being the most famous sound associated with 
Tarzan, it does not lend itself weil to formal translation, 
but loosely it means: "YOU STUPID ELEPHANTS GET YOUR BUTTS 
OVER HERE... RIGHT NOW!" (Note: Theoughout this treatise, 
capitals shall be used to denote a canditioan of PAised voice 
~ shouting). You might recali that this yell is mosh often 
ugec to halt the dozens of elephant gtampedes that erupt 
ducing the varicus Tarzan movies. This yell is not as 
effortless ag it would appear. Once the elephants start 
moving, they dan’t want to stop until they nave leveled a 
jungle village, mace all tne monkeys head for the trestops, 
@tc. It normally takes at least four calls just to get their 
attention, and several more calle to make them Enow that 
they'll be in big trouble if they don’t mind. This is 
hard on the throat and ears. 


KREEAAGH... M’ TUBU UNNGOWWA 


This is pretty strong language, even for ape talk. KREEAAGH 
means (with profanities deleted? “SH HHH He##, ### and *##* 
Or #2 #44," MO TUBL] means "“Awright, you apes, go plant your 
fannies on those elephants over there and wade through the 
Pand of snapping crocodiles" (It's a very efficient 
language). UNNGOWWA is what Tarzan promises to do if the 
apes dawdle around, flub their lips, pick fleas, ete. “I’m 
gonna twist your *#** and #88 your #8, #e*, by golly!i”. 


(combinueed) 


oon aye 
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NIT NUWALLOO AYNUUU, NIPADOO 


THis statement is extremely rare, Naving been uttered only 
ance when Tarzan lost nis grip, slid several yards down a 
grapevine, and received a loincloth full of grapevine bark 
slivers. (After this incident, Tarzan bought & ten-speec 
bicyele). NIT NUWALLOO is a philosophical statement 
concerning the questionable heritage of the spiny anteater. 
AYNUL equates to “Hoo boy, THE PAIN, THE FAIN!?" Can 
interesting cross-cultural note: AYA NO-ogo-omo was first 
screamed geveral centuries @arlier by Sir Bernard £ippe 
following his first test of the interlocking zipper. Only 
days later, Sir Bernard if credited with inventing the 
Band-Aid and Jockey shorte.), NIFADOO remaing, 
unfortunately, un-trangslated ~ however, the word does cause 
ali flamingos within a five mile radius to squat in the mucl 
and stop preening for gaveral days. 


KRACCHH-CH, BUNDOLOG 


This personal agide has been uttered several times when 
Tarzan is found locked in one of his Llife-or-cde@ath struggles 
with brother lion. ERACCHH-CH means “What kind of a fool 
would jump on a lion's back clad only in a loinecloth and 
armed with just a stupid stone knife sss" BUNDOLO means "Bac 
breath in dogs" and “Why dan’t jungle cate have opposing 
thumbe?' This rhetorical question appears toa contuse the 
lion whe then sits under a bush to cough and spit regally. 
(Suspiciougsly, however, i've noticed that the lion also does 
this every time Tarzan applies the underarmnm-over~the~-nose 
hide) a 


BRACCCHHH-CHONGO GROWF, mumble, mumble 


This is what Tarzan mutters whenever Jane “Has a headache" 
or makes him take out the garbage. You figure it out. 


KHOLL NATAAHR GRAGGH, NUMO BUTT-BUTT 


Tarzan like to socialize with the gorillas. One of their 
favorite group games is called "BITE THE NATIVE" - where 
each player rushes out at the terrified native in the center 
af the circle of Gorillas, beats their chest, and attempts 
tao mip the native without getting speared or stened,. The 
winner gets a whole week of flea picking fram the gorilla of 
their choice. EHOLL NATAAHR examines the philogaphnical 
question of whether it is wise to report a hungover gorilla 
for cheating. GRAGGH, NUMO BUTT<-BUTT was squealed when 
Tarzan received a spear wound during his time at bite. 


fcontinued) 
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GRAMBABBA-PEE GRAMBABBA~POOPOO 


eco up this filth on 


Seemingly self-explanatory. Tarzan pick 
img with the apes as 4 


the trunk of & rest tree while travel 
(stg RU 


MUMBABA, POTWALLA ZOT FUMFUM ZUG SNAP 


Tris is the tirst sentence Tarzan pecked out on a typewriter 
at Freinceton. Although if doe@en’ t mean anything, Tarzan does 
use it an gecasion to make the mabives think that he is 
Giving instructions to the voltana gods. 


PORT POTT -KUP BLATTHTT 


This is not, as first thought, Aa gumale term at all. Rather, 
it i8 Simply a bodily reaction to Montersuna’s Revenge. 
Often, tThig noise is followed by "Whewee, that was a good 
ane, hey, Cheetah?’ or “Hey Jane, we're cut of grape leaves 
again?" 


GOOM BAYAH KOOCHEE KOO 
This is a rather subtle endearment Tarzan has used when 
SPeak ing Privately to temale apes. He once got chased nal +t 


way up Mount Liumbum for mistakenly saying this to one af the 
male apes. 
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UNDERTOE 


Several years back (tmid eighties, [ think:, one of the TY comics 
Published a book called Sniglets which contained various 
definitions of funny and/or mundane things you encounter 
throughout your life. I never bought the book so I don’t know if 
the following Sniglet is in there. [Ll certainly attribute it to 
the proper author if it is... 


UNDERTOE - This is what happens when you are standing in the 
middie of the bedroom getting dressed in the morning. You 
decide that it’s too far to back up and sit on the bed after 
bending down and picking up your underwear. Sa you Lift your 
leq as high as you can while balancing on the other lag and 
attempt to jab it smoothly through the top and then the leg 
of your shorts. Three times out of five the foot slides 
through and comes to rest on the floor (a successful venture 
saving about eleven seconds), but the OTHER two times result 
in UNDERTOE ~ the situation caused when one or more toes 
catch either the waistband or the hem Of your Underwear, 
leaving you with one leg high in the air as you attempt to 
keep your balance. The intelligent thing to do at this point 
would be to let go. Few people do the intelligent thimsgass 
resulting in the dreaded UNDERFLOFP or occasionally in the 
fearsome RIPTIDE. 


UNDERFLOFP - This maneuver occurs when you remain in the 
UNDERTOE position and attempt to work your toe loose. Vary 
seldom does the toe give up that easily. Inetead gravity 
asserts its powerful force on your graceless form and 
Sel-o-wsl-y your body moves into the unbalanced position. 
There appears to be a principle that most people cling to 


here ~ they simply canmot allow the toe to dictate their 
life and force them to sit on the bed. Sa instead you begin 
with a few slick maneuvers - scootching the floor foot to 


the right, then twice to the left trying to ragain that 
balanced position so that you can work your toe loose to 
freedom and success. Again, most of the time this is a 
useless effort, and so you begin to UNDERHOF ~ jumping 
lightly, then mot so lightly, then, gaining speed, hopping 
frantically in the direction your body 18 falling as you 
continue to lose anything that might remain of your dignity. 
The UNDERFLOF ia the ultimate culmination of this @xercise - 
you slam to the floor or careen off the dresser and THEN mit 
the floor with your toe still held firmly in the ham of your 
U-trou. Of course NOW the hem of your underwear 18 about 
four feet wider (room enough to get your entire BODY 
theough). 

fcontinued next page> 
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RIFTIDE ~- There are two versions of the RIPTIDE, often 
occurring almost simultaneously. The first is a normal, but 
usually private bodily function sometimes crassily referred 
to as ‘cutting the cheese", “killing the frog’, or, more 
commonly “farting”. One normally farts in thie situation at 
the @xact instant that you realize that you will have to 
UNDERHDP. Some say it is the propulsive etfact of the fark 
that actually forces you off balance and into the UNDERHOF 
mode, but mo scientific evidence @xists to prove that 
theary « 


The second version of RIPTIDE occurs with especially flimsy 
ar very old underwear. Instead of holding the toe firmly in 
the UF position, the fabric gives way, there is a resounding 
FARTTT—-RIPPF, and your leg returns to the fioor. 


Fortunately, people seidom hurt more than their dignity when they 
get caught up in the UNDERTOE. I’ve neard rumors of one persan 
breaking a window with their butt and of another whe received a 
Prominent black eye (said they walked into aA door...) un~huh... 
If you DO happen to find yourself in the UNDERTOE with anather 
person in the room, try to have the presence of mind to tell them 
as it starts (Maybe yell "Hey, Lin, watch this..." or something). 
lf you don’t tell them what you're doing, they might miss it 
altogether, or worse yet, assume that you've had a heart attack. 
If you DO tell them, then they get the rare treat of watching you 
careen all over the room with your bare bottom sticking out and 
ane foot caught up high in the air. It i8 a wonderfully Numorous 
event that ougnt to be shared, 
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STALL NAPPING 
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We started exchanging personally made gifts for Christmas within 
the Nichols family about seven years aga. Although I was still 
working on it as we drove to my parent's home the second 
Cheistmas eve of that tradition, I was very pleased and excited 
to have drawn my Dad's name and had carved a wooden gnome for 
him. Coaxing a figure from a piece of wood has always been a 
somewhat mystical experience for me, for Il am convinced that 
carving is not a one dimensional, single-sided experience. 


The process of selecting THE piece of wood can take months as f 
wander through my woods searching for the one piece that “want’s 
to be". [ have a very real sense that there is something working 
1ts way out of that wood, that I’m cutting, sanding, gouging and 
SCPrAaPIiNg in cooperation with something that already existe from 
within. When we are done, we arrive at that point in @xistence 
where DT have Cereated" something and the something has created an 
artistic @xperience. It 1s a very satisfying win/win situation. 6 
gift that I have carved is a r@al and living part of my 
BMP@erLence. ; 


With that introduction, — must, however, announce that I did not 
carve anything for my mother when I drew her name in the gift 
exchange for this Christmas. Why? Because with my mother’s help 
and inspiration, I found another way to create something that ia 
equally as “life giving" as carving, and possibly far more 
UNTQUB.... Writing. 


The pages I've written here are created solely and wholly for my 
mother as my gift to her on this cur Christmas of 1986. She may 
om may not consent to add them to my Book of the Living for 
others to read, that is her choice Cand as you can See, he 
graciously approved). 


6 with my Book of the Living, this writing is not now, nor will 
it ever be, completed. I will continue to add new writings, 
madify old ones and contribute to it’s “Life” throughout my life. 


No child can fully appreciate their parents until they have 
become a parent themselves and experienced the wonder, beauty, 
pain, Sacrifice, frustration, anger, fatigue, pride and 
all-consuming love of being a mother or a father. As I rave had 
the great privilege to be father to my own two children, I[ 
believe that I am now more adequately prepared to write that 
which follows.ess 


To Mom with love..... 
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THE STAITRS 


One of the more terrifying traumas of my young Lite was ageing to 
Arbaughs Department Store in downtown Lansing. Conversely, this 
event preovided my siblings with one of the more entertaining 
aspects of their young Llives....and my parents with ane of their 
more trying ones. 


Now it wasn't the store that so badly terrorized me, rather, it 
was THE STAIRS (shudder). 


Whenever we went downtown, Dad would always park in a lot by the 
river that was about twenty feet below street level. The easiest 
way to get downtown was by climbing up this Cin my mind) horrible 
rusty rickety set of stairs that started nmext to the railroad 
tracks and ros@ (again, in my mind, dangerously) up, up, and up 
to the streets above. I recall that there were wet, black and 
xtremely sharp things lying about ben@ath the stairs... eignt 
where I would land if I fell through the gaping emptiness behind 
each stair. I'm pretty sure that I saw something MOVE down there 
a couple of times (that’s probably what inspired me to zo0m up 
the first three or four steps. 


IT have no idea today why it was so difficult tor me toa climb 
those stairs, it gust WAS, and that was the reality of my 
existence. Gtop for a moment and consider the perspective of the 
world from the eyes of a child who has yet to attain the towering 
height of three feet, and who is not totally tinished with the 
issue of whether there REALLY are monsters under the bead when the 
lights go out. (The only monster under the bed that JIM had to 
worry about was me, in the bunk ben@ath hima. .e)s 


On those selected “days of terror", long before we had arrived at 
THE STAIRS, my young life would begin to cave in on me. We would 
be playing (YAH-YAH-YAHHH), fighting, adding another nail tea our 
oak trees, or some such at hame when the first clouds of doam 
would collect over me through the announcement (delivered 
directly to me by one of my brothers ar sisters... .how very 
thoughtful of them....) that we were going ta ARBAUGHS 
(ARBaugns..arbaughs..baughs. .baugnas). 


The ride to town was usually not a problem. I could lay in the 
window ledge and pick at Dave's hair in the hopes of making him 
hit Jim. AS we pulled into the lot, I remember hoping that Mam 
forgot her purse and we would have to go back home... Nope, never 
happened, $0 IT would get out of the car, have to tie my shoes, 
find an interesting oil stain to study, ete., while everyone else 
set off for THE STAIRS, Finally, my stalling techniques would be 
called to a halt, and I would be toarced to start climbing. 


(continued) 
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I swear, at the beginning of each attempt to climb those stems 
{usually with Mom and Dad forty or fifty tlights above?, I would 
tell myself before I started that [ could just do it without 
getting scared. Then, as IT started, i would look up and gee how 
terribly far I had to go without slipping between the treads (did 
I mention that these stairs were only made of metal steppe and 
Supports ~- open in the back, mesh under your +eet, mo safety nets 
- an obvious safety hazard to kids under the age of whatever I 
was) to my sure death. OF, T would only look down... and see that 
my toes were already nanging aver thin air (2 was no fool back 
then, didn’t pretend that humans could fly). My eyes would be 
inexorably drawn (actually, I never inexorabled anything as a kid 
~ that’s an adult word....) to the rusted, pointed junk at the 
exact spot I would land if I didn't immediately grab on to the 
steps and refuse to move until Mom or Dad came down to help guide 
mM Up ~ preferably Mom... Dad was usually pretty grumpy if he had 
to come back down, never mind that Mom was usually carrying one 
of the babykids...). The older kids would start yukking 1% up - 
"Mommmm...«Dadddd (two syllable words), Ricky is stuck to the 
stairs (to the tune of nNa-na-na-na naAaaa Naaah). Someone would 
call down "Come on, we don’t have time for this". (Now how silly 
is that?’ They have time to take my ruined body to the hospital if 
I try to do this myself?). And on and on, until someone would 
come down, pry my fingers from the steps and help me work my way 
to gafety yet again. 


When I finally overcame my fears and made it all the way to the 
top, I remember being slightly offended that the amily didn’t 
make a MAJOR deal out of it. I mean, Jeerzo FPeets, I'm alive, 
nobody had to help me, nobody had to listen to those pathetic 
screams coming up out of the Canyon of Death..«. Just “Way to ga, 
Ricky, mow don’t cross this street until I Say so.” 


Thirty years pass. The city put in running trails that pass 
Within twenty yards of THE STAIRS. The train doesn’t use the 
tracks that pass under the street, so they pull the rails and 
extend the running path through the tumnel and out at the foot of 
THE STAIRS. As I passed that spot during my daily @xercise runs, 
I had this weird feeling that if I wasn't real careful, I could 
fall... and fall, and fall. Looking aver my shoulder I see THE 
STAIRS... unused, all of ten, fitteen feet high, hanging on that 
Wall... sneering at me. I actually stopped running, remembered my 
trials as a kid, and seriously considered running up and down 
those things just to prove who had won. After that [ put them out 
of my mind, until several years later, again as I was running by 
and found that a construction crew had pulled them down and left 
them to be hauled off to the junk. Way deep inside my mind the 
little kid inside me looked at that junk and said in triumph 
"VESSS, now I can get on with my life!ii®. 


Fage: 69 


P5 i 


The Book of The Living -- Frint Dates January 25, i?9% 


CONTROL 


Steve is currently (1984) going through an obligatory phase of 
lite in which he, as A se@ething cauldron of teenage chemical soup 
thrashes about (sametimes painfully?) trying to @stablish his 
personal boundaries of independence. He has chosen the time-worn 
method known to mothers and fathers throughout the worid as 
DEFIANCE OF CONTROL...» A moment of Silence tor Steve & parents, 
Pleas@..... But this isn’t about Steve, it’s about mothers. 


Sociologists make a lousy Living studying the relationships 
between groups of Aumans and publishing dreadfully boring papers 
that invariably tell us what we already know in Gur everyday 
hearts. Such as.... There appears to be irrefutable evidence 
that the maternal instinct for massive cerebration as regards the 
continuum of their offspring is highly developed and heavily 
exercised. That is to say... Moms worry constantiy about their 
kids. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 
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RIDING IN OUR CAR 


For @€@ very brie? sean of my childhood (at the most, two years), I 
found geeat pleasure in being small. During thig time we baoic 
fraquent trips UF NORTH bo wigaitb with our variogue relative. Back 
before they had built the treeways we take for granbec tocay, it 
took us four, five and six hours of riding in a back seat that 
usually looked like an orphanage that had blawn up. There were 
bodied everywhere, with at least two at amy given moment ab ocede 
with each other. 


Well, I was sort of going along with this, irritating Dave if he 
couldn't reach me, pulling Julie's hair, Complaining if anyoane 
touched me, stuff like that, when I noticed that Jim wasnt 
sutdering through this, that, in fact, he seemed to be enjoying 
himself down on the floor of the car. When I asked him what he 
was doing, he explained to me that if you Curled up anc put your 
ear to the floor, you could hear all kinds of neat faraway 
noiges. We spent the summer riding around like that, often lulled 
to sleep to the sound of the car drening on down the highway. No 
one else ciscovered “our' secret, in fact, they thougnt we were 
nuts laying an the floor, but gladly claimed the seat space I 
Weec bo occupy. 


A year or two later, I remember going on our first trip atter a 
long winter, anticipating our ride on the flomr, aniy to discover 
that I had grown six inches and mo longer fit in one halt of the 
floor well. This became one of the childhood pleasures IT had to 
abandon, and the rest of the kids didn’t appreciate my return toa 
the ever-shrinking car seat. 
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SPIT BATHS 


I’ve been very consistent in my life in offering one of the RULES 
OF LIFE to any anc all who would listens 


"There’s no free lunch!" 


(IT even told this toa the managers whe work for me once when they 
took me gub ta lunmeh!). 


An example that sticks with me i6 the long-standing issue of WHO 
GETS TO RIDE IN THE FRONT SEAT when we were all still young kids. 


The front seat was treasured for many reasons, T didn’t carry it 
around in the forefront of my mind, bub I'm gure that sitting in 
the frant seat, squarely between your two loving parents, was 
Viewed by us kids as a privilege, ma, an honor that we all strove 
for, You were, after all THE CHOSEN, and that had to count for a 
lat of points in the great contest of FAMILY. 


Another reason that occurs to me is more practical. In a family 
of eight, plus one or two more, only three bottoms were allowed 
im the front (two of which were MOMANDDAD). The rest were 
allocated to the space remaining in the back. To Sit in the frant 
actually meant that you could SIT in the front without one or two 
moving, punching or pinching bodies layered across you or under 
YOU « 


BUT...aS I stated earlier... There's no free lunch! There cauld 
be a terrible cost associated with RIDING IN THE FRONT SEAT, 
especially if we were on our way to church. All my brothers and 
sisters know what thah cost was... the dreaded SPIT BATH!!! 


One of the simple pleasures in kid life was to go through a bitch 
of A week, (lose a rock fight, get called a weenie by a cute girl 
at school, have the teacher ask you & question while you're 
daydreaming in class, then, to tap it all off, lose the race to 
THE FRONT SEAT), BUT.... then get to watch and listen as little 
Donnie (or whomever) gets caught with dirt on his face and 
wreithes and squirms and squ@ale while Mom takes out her Eleenex. 
puts a dainty gobber of spit on it (not enough to make it wet, 
but just enough to bring out the sandpaper qualities of the 
Kleenex) and proceeds to remove the dirt and what apparently is 
(if you were to believe all the noise and flopping around) all 
the skin and most of the banes in his face, all this occurring ats 
Mam instructs Donnie (Cor whomever) that "If he would just use a 
little soap and water at home...and...you can’t go into church 
looking like THAT ..and..,.do@s anyone @ilgee@ in the back need this 


(proffering the gobbercloth) before we get there?’ “NO, MOMMY, 


WE’ RE ALL SQUEAKY CLEAN BACK HERE!!! 
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COAT WRITING 


Sometime during the @ra of the SPIT BATHS, Mom bought a mew coat. 
It was quite pretty, luxuriously fluffy and, as T recall, admired 
by many in Mom's social circle. For a period of time, Rom i 
that we kids shared im that same acdmirabian he Sf GE 
geem to keep cur hands and fingers off it. Weill, we coul 
our fingers off it not because it was such a lovely coat, but 
because we discovered within two minutes of it’s inteoaduction to 
us that it’s teue utility was in recording and carrying around 


ob beep 


messages (RICKY STINKS, DAVIE LOVES LAURIE, | LOVE MOMMY, BAN THE 
BOMB, @tc.), working out complex mathematical problems, oar 
determining who was the champion of the earth in TIC-TACeTOE 


I’m not sure how long this went on before Mom discovered that her 
friends were mot gust admiring her coat when she wore it ba 
church or where aver, but that they were reading the latest 
graffiti from her loving children. 


tie Beok of The having -—--  Rrint Bate: dantiary sy Doss 


PUETRY: 

Lave is the central thame in my writings. [0 think one of the moat 
difficult acts in each human existence if telling some@ane that 
you love tham for the very first Cimew.aan 


LOVE 


Amid the thundering cacophany of silence, 
To gpoke the words. 


and, far the eandless cduratian 


of a heartbeat, 
SNe CONG idereca ane o 
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These next two poems are mot my greatest works. At ane poink in 
my lite they were, or at least Mom thought they were, when she 


rescued tham from the great black hole of teenage obscurity. She 
took the time and effort to copy one fram the back of & Scrap of 


paper and the other from the magseaive pile of everyday residue 
that I was s0 busy generating as I grew up. TT, too, have tucked 
away some of the various objects that proved beyond & doauot the 
breilliance of my children as they were growing up. Tt viewed in 
the cold unbiased Light of impartial inspection, these too would 
probably prove to be flawed or, at best, just mormal. Bub I know 
their teue value can only be realized if viewed through the eyes 
of parental love. 


AMERICA 


I live, If die 
iT love, [fo ¢c 


Emotion 


T pray, I grope 
Il believe, I hope 


Devotion 


I talk, [ teil 
Il barcain, I sell 


Yoice 


I gain, =f lose 
I see, I chose 


Choice 


Through amation, through devotion 
With voice, with choice 


AMGrL ca 
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THE IDEA 


Deer in his neart and mind there lay 
the shreds of an idea contented ta stay. 
Borm by thought, wonder and sorrow, 
betber ways, pub off "Lil tomorrow. 

Each $@parate ghred, Gach S@parate part, 
ambecdded deep in A young man’s heart. 


The y@ar is mot now, but late in the future, 
when neither exists the layman nor preacher. 
Religion abolished, all thoughts controlled, 
With neither history nor old stories told. 
Man if now taught toa do as he’s told, 

and many’s the man whose canscience is sola 
to gpying, lying and cheating for gold. 


Just as the lord decides that mankind is done, 

just as he decides to turn out the gun, 

to leave us all dying and start out anew, 

taking one last look, he spotted the clue, 

that independence and freedom @xist. 

He decided to sit and wait and rest, 

to watch this man’s mind, to watch this man’s heart, 
to silently, secretly hope for the start 

of the idea that will form and save all the souis, 
that would establish life with a new set of goals. 


Now long aga when mankind was free 
many people failed ta see 

their rights and privileges taken away 
until too late to their dismay. 


As the years passed on a fight was fought 

but too many felt that they could do it with thought, 
and communism won and se@ettied down 

taking over state and town. 


Centuries passed and much could be seen 
that we had changed from man to machine. 


But here was a man in which survived 

Aa germ of freedom now revived. 

Now he is grasping idea and thought, 

but in his heart much sorrow is wrought, 

for one man against the world is hard to be. 


What would you do, if you were he? 
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Weiting does not come sasy to me. It is, however a labor of love. 
It’s funny that if I sit and think real hard, very few memories 
Will offer themselves up to me, but if IT am just sitting, walking 
or doing pratty much of nothing at all, whole chunks of my 
@arlier lite will flash out of (seemingly? nownere and startle me 
(SOMETIMES, ALMOST BRINGING ME TO MY FNEES? with their clarity. 


Once I’ve fixed on a scene or an event, I have to (figuratively? 
tmircle it like a dog would circle another dog’s bane, worrying 
the phrases to lite, blasting out great gobs of words that try to 
express what is perched in my mind. Many times, T will return to 
something I weete previously and tear it down and rebuild it to 
something that reads more pleasingly to me. [t's too bad that we 
can’t write like the Masters used to paint, overlaying one image 
over another until we either quit from exhaustion or derive the 
exact image we $@e@ in our mind. Later, the other layers can be 
recovered and appreciated for their own unique descriptive value 
of the same event. 
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LOST 


They were LOST, but they didn’t yet know it. The young deer, 
froagen in the tall grasses, like it’s mother had taught it, could 
see by the way they wandered that they dicn’t know their etarting 
place any longer. 


These tiny hunter/machine riders aleo nhac no ears. This was clear 
to the deer because they obviously couldn't hear the other 
hunters calling loudly to them with TAIL-UP alarm in their 
voices...."TIMMIEEE....MARCIEEEE....WHERE ARE YOU!!?!! The big 
hunters were searching SO NGisily in the other woods that most of 
the dwellers had come over nere to wait out their passing. 


it seemed astonishing to the young ceer, but, by the way the 
young hunters were moving deeper and deeper into the woods, they 
Gidm’b appear to sense the approaching storm.... They must be 
hurt... show could anyone move through young-Llife and mot learn 
aboub storms. 


The deer was very concerned. Hig mother hac taught him to hide 
from the hunters..... to stay away from them because ali knew 
that the Aunters were danger. There were $0 many Stories about 
the punters, crashing tbnarough the woods like talling trees, 
wearing those siliy nats and coats of blazing colors, carrying 
those kili-sgtichs.... Even as he watched tne young Aunters 
wandering about fram the tall aragsses, knowing thab they didn’t 
BYen sense him, Ne Snivered with Nis Sars back and nig tail 
twitching toward UF, wanting to rum... ftasb amd Loud (even though 
loud was dangerous? to get away. 


Mother anc sister nad been killed by Rnunters. Thay had oeen 
trapped in the other woods by Several of them. When they ran, the 
hunters hac macie tne storm fram their kill-sticks and desteoyed 
his beautiful mother, knocking her down, tearing great moles from 
her gide go that sh@ could mot get up and run. When his sister 
hacl stopped and come to help his mother, many hunters made the 
thunder and kilie@ed her too. This he Nad heard from other dwellers 
that had witnessec. [t was true, for he had returmec to tne site, 
amelled th@ir death, and En@w that they would mot be with him any 
LOM ee 2 


(TO BE CONTINUED) 
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THE DAY WE BURIED My FATHeEr a4 
The week of my father’s death was a difficult one for me, as, I’m 
gure, it was for everyone in my family. Condensed imto that week, 
we all had to confront the reality of life without one of the 
concrete mainstays of our universe, deal with the narsh proot of 
our own mortality, and struggle with the frustration of having 
(seemingly? run out of time to love anti be loved by the man wha 
Was SO much a part of our lives. Many of us were "forced” to grow 
up in various aspects of our own personal lives that week. 

All of us performed admirably in a very difficult time, I 
thougint. 


In my business, we have a phase of work that is called the system 
test. This phase is the point in time when all the components of 
a system are brought together and tested etranucously to determine 
if the total system is working as designed. The day we buried my 
father could be fairly compared to our family’s system test. IT 
cane away from that week teeling very goad about my family. We 
had tested the very fabric of cur personal, spiritual and social 
existence and proven beyond a doubt that what my father and 
mother had created was good, and kind, and loving, and 

SUPP OMT Lc. 


Our choice to return Dad to the shores of Lake Michigan came as a 
surprise to me. Mam and Dad had always been very close to their 
church and all it’s "rules" of proper social etiquette ~- as 
defined in churchly terms. It took great courage for Mom ta move 
away from the “normal” funereal processes and hele us ali fine 
the beauty and rightness af my father’s rites of passage. 


Il remember searching almost frantically the might batfore for some 
way to say how very right I belia@ved that day was to me. Finally, 
lt weote down the following quotations that IT had saved for so 
many years as my beliaets were being formec: 


"All of creation is sacred and alive, each part connected to each 
other part, and each communicating in a creative cooperative 
commerce in which the smallest and the largest are equally 
involved." 
Jane Roberts 
=~ Psychie PelitLes 


(CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE) 
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THE DAY WE BURIED MY FATHER (continued) 
"Il, Wanagi, tell you something. Try to hear. One consciousness, 
one inseparable indivisible consciousness. One self, one eternal 
self: You, your soul, the oneness of the whole. 


One force, the creative force. One power, the reasoning power. 
One sacredness: TRUTH. 


Recognize the spiritual path upon which you move, level to next 
highest level, a spiritual path upon which you evolve toward the 
wholeness of the one. You live on one earth, one earth with many, 
many planes. The same indivisibles - the absolutes - extend onto 
each plane, but you encounter more spiritual infusion at each 
level. 


Recognize your true parents: SUN and EARTH. Demand your true 
heritage, to inherit the whole. 


1, Wanagi, know. I return to the source, to the birthplace of 
consciousness. 
Ruth Beebe Hill 
- HANTA YO 


"Our dead never forget the beautiful world that gave them 
DELNE s/s «is 


«~... Dead, did | say? There is no death, only a changing of 
worlds. 
Chief Seattle 
- TREATY OF MEDICINE CREEK 
(1984) 


As we gathered on the shore of Lake Michigan to return my father 
to the earth, I remember how everyone stood ahnout in smail 
groups, apart, yet as a single entity ~- the family. I could 
almost feel the thoughts and eamations flowing fram one toa another 
aS we performed this completely unstructured ceremony. Finally, 
we came to the point in time when we had to "let go” of Dad and 
spread his ashes. The act took what seemed like forever as each 
of us tried to gather up the courage to look upon what remained 
of Dad for the very last time, then commit his ashes to his 
*final resting place". I realize now that our failure of courage 
iat least for me) was an effort to overcome the tramendous weight 
of social rules about the “proper” way to perform this rite. We 
had broken away from those rules, yet had net written a new set 
that we could follow with any camfort. 
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THE BAY WE BURIED MY FATHER (continued: 
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Finally, as she has done all her Lite, Mom took control when wee 
needed her mogt, carried Dacd’s ashes out into the waters of our 
much lovecd lake and returned that part of him to the living, 
laving @arth. As I watehed this I realized that gach of us 16 
equally strong, yet terribly vulnerably to the one-dimensional 
rules of Lite in this @xistence. It is the other dimensions that 
cannot be undeniably proven, the dimensions I find in the 
quotations Ll offered that help me make s@nge of this worid, tne 
creatures who inhabit it and the many ways they search tar love 
and knawlecige. 
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WASHING HANDS 


Throughout this summer (€°90), [Dove been busy building a deck and 
Performing various gardening chores as Lin and TIT work throuch aur 
“Home ig where the heart is" phase of life. In the process oF 
performing these close-to-the-@arth activities, If nave nad many 
gQecasians to get a lot of that @arth (and various other residues) 
ON me ~- parbicularly on my hands. 


As [ stood at the sink and was washing my hands following one at 
these sessions, I slowly came to realize that there was & 
childlike voice speaking in my mines 


"First you get your hands all wet. Then you reub them together toa 
get lote of soap. Third, you lace your fingers together like you 
are going to pray then move your fingers up and down. Fourth, you 
curl your fingers in and hook one set af fingers over the other - 
squish them together real good. Alright, Almost done, now grab 
each finger, one at a time with the opposite hand and twist your 
finger back and forth. Now clean under the nails, rinse real 
good, clean up the sink, the floor and the mirror and come out to 
the kitchen for a cookie." 


Those words (or some near variation) weren't mine, they were my 
Grandmother Chapin’s. One day as three or four af us kids piled 
up at her table for lunch, she made us all follow her to the 
bathroom and learn the “proper way" to wash our hands. No 
threats, no nagging, Just the simple fact that this was the WAY 
it was done, and she thought we were all important enough to be 
taught how to keep our hands as clean and as smooth as hers. 


l was probably five or six at the time. She only gave us that one 
lesson. But ever since then and even up to today... "First you 
get your hands wetia.s..” 


Ien‘t it amazing how much power there is in even the simplest 
acts of love’? 
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CHRISTMAS EVE 


Several years ago, at one of our traditional Christmas Eve 
gatherings, either my camera wasn’t working pight, or it was. sae 
im a magical sense. All the pictures fram that might seemed ta 
record, in a special way, the love and happiness we derive from 
that special night. Each of the pictures were infused with a 
subdued golden glow, kind of wavery, but creating 4 beautiful, 
peaceful old-tashiony effect. That is one of the images I tarry 
with me of Christmas Eve. 


IMAGES. a a 


seee a Stopping somewhere between Uncle Doc’ s house and curs so 
that one or several of us kids could thraw up the too many 
cookies, candy and (shudder) Oyster Staw we had packed into our 
young overv-excited stomachs. 


eoewe TNE year they first marketed blinking christmas tree lights 
and how fascinated we kids were with them as they blinked on Aunt 
Pecelia’s tree. Each of us was allowed to take one of those 
lights home with us that night, a gesture that struck me as most 
impressive and very generous. 


eeoseHaving lived through yet another Christmas Eve/Oyster Stew 
celebration, still bouncing off the walls from the resultant 
Christmas cookie/candy sugar highs, we kids would ail be herded 
off to our various beds and tucked in by Mom or Dad who seemed 
preoccupied with other thoughts. We would lay in our beds, 
chattering about nothing, but each thinking to the morning 


anead... Stockings... gifts... Christmas morning - the Nichols 
rendition of “I'm dreaming of a White Tornado...". Everyone ENEW 
that you couldn't possibly sleep ~- but you HAD to. Everyone 
drifted off within the next ten minutes ~- positive that morning 
was somehow frozen in time..... A couple “seconds' later, each of 
us would be tugged fram our sleep by David ~- the ane kid who 


NEVER slept on Christmas Eve. At first you would resist (Cin 4 
gSamin~stupor) His efforts to get you up. Then his claims (ar 
demonstrations) of candy and toys in our stockings would seize 
control of our impressionable minds and we would fall out of bed 
~ one at a time - and another Nichols Christmas would come ta 
life. Mom and Dad were allowed about a hal? hour of Uninterrupted 
sleep before we would begin to implore them to join us ~ tell 
them that Santa had left THEM stockings, too...and etc. 

Il later determined that parents average Ze-3 hours of sleep on 
this night - this from my own stint as a parent of small 
childeen. If, however, the kids somehow failed to get started 
soon enough the following morning, those same parents (alright, 
me) weren't averse to “accidentiy"™ waking one of the other kids 
up to get things rolling (subtle stuff like letting the dogs in 
their rooms, ringing the Christmas bells until the neighbors were 
Probably up, and asking them "HEY, YOU GONNA SLEEP ALL DAY, OR DO 
i HAVE TO MAKE SOME REAL NOISE"? . 
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rooes Sweet little Jesus child....." Every time [I hear that song 
I think that there is no song more beautiful, and mo voice that 
could sing it better. Through the years, as our various families 
introduced mew children to the mix, I have been mildiy astonished 
when one or the other of them can go on about their merry, noisy, 
child-driven way as the rest of Lis Sit @nraptured with this sang 
and it’s singing. I am, however, convinced that as these various 
kids graw up, they too will one day be silenced to wonder at the 
haunting beauty of that hymn and the life and love given to it 
through Linda‘’s wonderful voice. 


eeewe (DOSS days betore Christmas and | am at last working 
furdously on the gift ~T will give to someane in our family. Once 
again I have personally proven that theory does not often match 
practice. The theory was that we would @ach have a full year tea 
create our gift for the following Cheigtmas,. The theory failed ta 
incorporate the dreaded, legendary Nichols procrastination gene 
imte ite schedule, 
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CHRISTMAS EVE (continued) 


We draw names for the following year every Christmas Eve, right 
after the last present has been opened. Invariably, my mind 
CONJUrES up several possible gifts I can create for the name I 
have drawn, and I vow to start working on one right after the 
holidays. Time passes, and I remember that vow two or three times 
during the year (usually sometime in July and September: . 
Finally, I throw myself into a frenzy of creativity only when a 
combination of back-to-back Le-14 hour sessions will produce 
something with the paint still slightly wet as it 18 unwrapped. 


Every year I swear that I will drop out of mext year’s drawing. 
Every year I find myself meekly, even gladly drawing a name once 
again. Why? Because every year I realize the value of this 
ceremony. At least three times during the year I am assured that 
I will think of someone other than myselt and my frenzied lite. 
At least once a year I will exercise my creative talents to 
produce something I’m willing to give to another. And @very year 
Il derive a deeply satisfying joy from watching as each gift is 
personally presented by it’s maker, savored for a moment by it’s 
receiver, slowly opened, then admired in great loving detail 
before moving on to the next gift, then the next. This, more than 
anything else re-enforces toa me the true spirit of Christmas 
giving. 


eeveevesomne time in the last few minutes, Dad (or Grandpa) 
disappeared from HIS CHAIR. Some of us noticed when he left, 
grumbling to himself. We wait for his return in anticipation, 
knowing that something that is so seemingly predictable will 
create for same in the room a sense of magic and wonder. Dad 
returned later (no longer grumbling), but only after missing the 
visit from Santa Claus. For a moment he seems to be charged with 
loving energy as he is told of Santa's visit by the youngest of 
us, the ones who still believe that Santa Claus is Santa Claus 
even though he must have borrowed Grandpa's Glasses... . 
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MOM’S PAGES 


Much of my writing has been inspired by the book that Mom 
published and gave to each of us for the Christmas of 1986 ~ THE 
ABCs OF ME. I was deeply moved by the stories that could came 
only from her mind, and which, if not captured on paper, would 
some day no longer be available to us tat l@ast in the ‘normal” 
scheme of things). 


These blank pages which follow I offer to my Mom much Like the 
hal¢f of a hug a child offers to someone they love. They are for 
here to record her thoughts and memories as she cantinues oan 
through this beautiful life she has given us all. 
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